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| Addreſs to the worthy Subſcribers 
to this Work. 


2 T actious poets, 1 for parties write, 
in gauling ſatyre, endleſs feuds incite; | 
17 only court an harmleſs gentle muſe, | - 
Free from that ſpleen aubich others daily uſe ; 
#1: mildneſs to correct, too civil to abuſe ; 


I Readers, without a bluſh you may proceed, 


And, with delight, her various dictates read; 
Den view her not with a flern critic's eye, 
Inver rive, her hidden foibles, to eſpie; 

o entertain you, is her chiefe}t care, 

Jide to pleaſe—no toil, no pains ſhe'll ſpare ; 3 


In which, if ſhe ſucceeds, ſbe hopes to find, 
4 As ſhe more pleaſing grows, you'll prove more kind, 
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On BUXTON ,——Þy Mr GARRICK, 


ROM Paradiſe, when the firſt pair, 
For diſobedience baniſh'd were, 
How dreadful was the change ! 
So, will a man of reaſon find, | 
Save, but the comforts of his mind, 


Who ſhall, to BUXTON range. 


Can any ſoul of common ſenſe, 

By choice make this his reſidence, 
A dreary, dirty place ; 

He, who declares, his life he fills 

With joy, among thoſe barren hills, 
Madneſs muſt be his caſe. 


With ſenſes elear, and perfect health, 

Murder who wou'd his time and wealth, 
Where heav'n ſeldom {ſmiles ; 

A ſcene of hills, unbleſs'd abound, 

Corn, fruits, and flow'rs, as ſeldom found, 
As in Arabian wilds, 


A: 3 If 


1 
If pains Acute, you hither bring, 
And health you find, from Buxton's ſpring, 
There's reaſon on your ſide ; 
May heaven's bleſſing work your cure, 


But govern well yourſelf, be ſure, 
Let temp*rance be 2858 guide. 


For pleaſure, none can call it great, 
To ſearch the Devil's Arſe th? Peak 
A cavern, wet and drear ; 


For whilſt, its wonders you relate, 


I count another, full as great, 
That any ſoul comes there. 


But whereſoe'er is folly's court, : 

Unthinking-mortals will reſort; . | 
For want of reaſon ſtill ; 

Shame of our ſex ; as for the fair, 

They all want ſomething ev'ry where, 
And Jomerhing want they will. 


And hag? n knows, *tis RANOER's -pride, 


To have their wiſhes gratified, 5 
May they, their hopes attain; 


Of tranquil ſouls be all poſſeſs'd, 


Here, and hereafter, ſtill be bleſs'd, 
And RANGER's friend remain. 


Their ſex, and muſic, ſuch as "tis, 
While here I ſtay my comfort is, 
Hear me, each heav'nly power! 


; Shou'd you, from hence, command away, 
The fair, I wou'd no longer ſtay, 


. not one ſingle hour. 


And ſince, thank God, I nothing a5 
Madneſs ſhall not on me prevail, 


Among. 


1 
Among thoſe rocks to dwell; 
More pleaſing ſcenes, I have in view, 


Reaſon lead on---P1I follow you, 
So BUXTON, fare thee well. 


ru 


Anſwer to the foregoing. By a Clergyman. 
ANGER, your lines I diſapprove, 
I think them too ſevere ; EP 
Thoſe, who romantic ſcenes do love, 
To BuxTon mey repair. 


In diſtant views, hill peeps o'er kill, 
And rocks-o'er rocks do nod ; 

Theſe, ſhou'd our minds with reyrence au, 
As e of our God. | 


But let thy'eurious ſoul return, 

And make the grove his theme; 
Nothing can more the place adorn, 

Than Anna's“ purling ſtream. 


(I faid, adorn—except the fair, 
Which I, and all muſt ſay; 
Add beauty to the ſeaſon there,) 

And pleaſure to each day. 


Salubrious ſpring ! pleaſant and clear; 
Such virtue it affords ; | | 

Sure theſe, the wonders, all declare, 
Of the great Lord of Lords. 


| LetGarrick go---by fancy led, 
O'er Drury's ſcenes, to roam; 
Theſe walks, P11 not refuſe to tread, 
An angel bade me come. | ; 
A 4 | An 
* St, Ann's Well, | 


4 


2 of the modern great, 
5 Paſs'd Sawney with his budget; 
The peer was in a car of ftate, 
The Tinker forc'd to trudge it. 


But Sawney ſhall receive the praiſe, 
His Lordſhip wou'd parade for ; 

One's debtor for his dapple greys, 
And tl "as s ſhoes are paid for, 
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An Addreſs to the 6 of the Britiſh Fa 
By A LADY. 


127 poſſeſsd of an handſome eſtate, 

With a pedigree pleaſing, tho* not very 3 ; 

With a perſon ſo graceful , *twill paſs in a crowd, 

And a tongue, tho” tis glib, not improperly loud ; 
With each needful quality, fit for a wife, 

Will be glad to engage with a hero---for life. 

Tho' her virtue's too dear, to be fondly betray'd, 
With ſubmiſſion, ſhe'd chuſe---not to die an old maid. 

Be the hero poſleſs'd of good nature and ſenſe, 

And of courage enough, for the fair one's defence ; 
Not a coxcomb in dreſs, nor in politics loud, 

Of his perſon, not vain, of his merit, not proud; 
Then of women and wine, he muſt wholly be free, | 
Or elſe, I declare, he's no huſband for me; - | 
If his birth is genteel, not too low in extraction, 
If polite his addreſs, tis a full ſatisfaction; 

Shou'd his fortune be ſmall, no objection to me, 
If his principles anſwer, in every degree; 5 
If ſuch heroes there are, he that merits it moſt, 5 * 0 
Muſt anſwer me quick, by return of the poſt, | | 
Then away for old hymen— in raptures we run, | 
To * happy for ever, or ever undone. 5 
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On JACK TISSEY, the Punſeer. 


ERRY was he, for whom, we now are ſad, 
His jokes were many, and but few were bad; 
That gay, that jocund, ſprightly, active ſoul, 

No more ſhall pun, alas! no more ſhall bowl; 
Now at his tomb, methinks, I hear him ſay, 

I never lik'd to be in a GRAVEWAY 3 

Then bye and bye, he cries, for all your ſcoffing, 
J now am only in a fit of Coreing ; 

Thy paſling-bell, with heavy hearts we hear, 
For thee, each PasSING BELLE ſhall drop a tear; 

That ſable hearſe, which drew the corpſe along, 
Shall be renEARs'D in difmal poets ſong ; j 
Ah! how unlike ! yet, this 1s he, we're ſure, 
Who once in Grafton's coach, ſat ſo demure, 
Many a ball he gracefully began, 

Well may we BawL, to loſe ſo great a man 

Thy friendly club, their mighty loſs deplore, 
Their faithful ſecretary, now no more 

Thou ne'er ſhall SecrRET- -TARRY), tho? in death, 
Whilſt puns are puns, or punning-men have breath. 


His EPITAPH. 
BENEATH this gravel, and theſe ſtones, 


''F Lie poor Jack TISss E x's ſkin and bones; 
3 His fleſh, I've often heard him ſay, 
| ' He hop'd 3 in time, wou'd make good hay ; 
aoth I, how can that come to paſs ?. 
And he reply'd, “ All fleſh was graſs.” 
: . A 5 Epitaph 
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On Mr FOOTE, as a Pſeudo Player. 


HOU mimic--of Cibber--of Garrick thou ape ! 
Thou fop in Othello !---thou cypher in ſhape ! 

Thou trifle in perſon ! Thou puppet in voice! 
Thou farce of a player! Thou rattle for boys! 
Thou mongrel ! Thou dirty-fac'd harlequin thing! 
Thou puff of bad paſte ! Thou gingerbread King ! 
Was a Quin, or Delane, the boaſt of our ſtage, 
Set up, as fit marks, for thy envy, or rage? 
Was a Quin, or Delane, who excel in their art, 


To be ap'd by a cobler, who bungles his part ? 


Thou mummer in action! Thou coffee-houſe jeſt ! 
Thou mimic ſans ſenſe ! Mock heroe at beſt ! 
Can the ſqueak of a puppet, preſent us a Quin ? 
Or a pigmy, or dwarf, ſhew a Giant's deſign ? 
Shall deficience unpuniſh'd, at excellence rail? 
Or a ſprat, without ridicule, mimic a whale ? 
Can a Foors, repreſent us, the length of a yard? 
Where then, ſhall ſuch inſolence meet its reward? 
Contempt is the beſt, like the maſtiff, that feels, 


With ſuperior Aae, the cur, at his heels. 


O I ELANp! too prone, to encourage new toys! 1. 


In trinkets, and novelty, fickle as boys! 
O! DuBLIIN I. alas! to a proverb, well known, 


To receive, what is foreign, yet, ſcoff at thy own ; + 
Learn, truly to judge, *twixt a f-—t and a tune, 


Applaud the good es ares damn the Buffoon. 
S 


A Paradexical Dueftion. 


: HO was he that was begot before 
Rueſt 8 his father, born before his mother, 


and had the maider head of hi grandmother ? 
| Arfever | 
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Who, grac'd thoſe virtues, with a pious end; 


E 
Anſwer. The Lord formed the firſt man Adam, 
of the duſt of the earth, and from Adam, made he 


woman, and called her name Eve. Now Abel (who 


was the ſecond ſon of Adam and Eve his wife) was 
murdered by his brother Cain ; therefore he got the 


maidenhead of his grandmother, (the earth) and was 


begot before his father Adam, who was made of the 
earth, and therefore not begotten; and was born 
before his mother Eve, who was made of man, and 
therefore never born. | 


ss, 
The Lawyer and Client. 


WO Lawyers, when a knotty cauſe was o'er, 

1 Shook hands, and were as good friends, as before; 
“ Zounds !” ſays the client, How come yaw ? 
« 'To be ſuch friends, who were ſuch foes juſt naw 
Thou fool, ſays one, we Lawyers, tho? ſo keen, 


PLE 


Like ſhears, ne' er cut ourſelves, but what's between. 


| 7 hn Temple, of Malton, Surgeon. 
By Mr. GENTLEMAN. 
HE, juſt hope, above the ſtars to riſe, - 5 


The mortal part of ELLEN TEM LE lies, 
In whom, thoſe beauties, of a ſpotleſs mind, 


Faith, and good works, were happily combin'd; 


A patient, careful, conſtant, loving wife, 
The foe of ſcandal, and domeſtic ſtrife; 
The tender mother, undifſembling friend, 


FFF 


Epitaph on Mrs, Ellen Temple, late wife of Mr. 


| 


Who 


1 
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5 6 


Who, n preſerving, an unblemiſh'd name, 

Neer meanly ſtrove, to taint a neighbour's fame; 
Who play'd,---as reader thou ſhou'dſt do---her part, 
With inward peace, and rectitude, of heart; 

Who, chriſtian-like, reſign'd her final breath, 

And, dying free from cenſure,---ſmil'd at death. 
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Dreamt, when buried 1 in my fellow clay, 

Cloſe by a common beggar's fide, I lay; 
When as ſo mean an object, ſhock'd my pride, 
Thus, like a corpſe of conſequence, I cry'd ; 
Scoundrel begone ! and henceforth touch me not, 
More manners learn, and at a diſtance rot ; 

Thou ſcoundrel, in a haughtier tone, ſays he, 
Proud lump of dirt, I ſcorn thy words, and thee; 
Here, all are e ual, now thy fate is mine, 

This is my rotting place, and that is thine. 
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1 lady, and Fer mad, once, in a merry pin, 
They made a match at farting, who ſhou'd 
the wager win 
Joan lighted three candles, and ſet them balt upright, 
With the firſt fart, ſhe blew %em out, with next, 
ſhe gave em light, 
When, in comes my lady, with all her might & main, 
She blew them out, and in and out, and in and 
out again, 


Lork | 
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Lord Cheſter feld's advice to Lady Fanny Shirley. 
SSES milk, half a pint, take at fix, or before, 


Then ſleep, for an hour, or two, and no more; 
At nine, ſtretch. your arms, and O think ! when alone, 
There's no pleaſurei in bed. Mary, bring me my gown, 
Slip it on, e' er you riſe, let your caution be ſuch, 
Keep all cold from your breaſt, there's already too 

much; 
Your pinners ſet right, your twitcher ty'd on, 
Your prayers at an end, and your breakfaſt quite done; 
| Retire to ſome author, improving, and gay, 
And with ſenſe like your own, ſet your mind for 

the day; | 
At twelve, you may walk, for at this time *0th year, | 
The fun, like your wit, is as mild, as *tis clear; 
But mark in the meddovis: the ruin of time, 
Take the hint, and let life be improv'd in its prime; 
Return. not in haſte, nor of dreſſing, take heed, | 
For beauty, like your's, no aſſiſtance can need; 
With an appetite then, down to dinner, you n ſit, 
Where the chief of the feaſt, is the flow of your wit; 
Let this be indulg'd,— let laughter go round, | 
As it pleaſes your mind, to your health *twill redound. 
After dinner, two glaſſes, at leaſt, I approve, _ 
Name firſt to your King, and the next to your love; 
Thus chearful, with wiſdom, with innocence, gay, 
And calm, with your joys, gently glide thro? the day z. 
The dews of the evening, moſt carefully ſhun, 
Thoſe tears of the ſky, for the loſs of the ſun ; 
Then in chat, or at play, with a dance, or a ſong, 
Let the night, like the day, paſs with pleaſure along; 
All care, but of love, baniſh far from your mind; 
And thoſe, you may end, when you pleaſe to be kind. 

; EPIGRAM.. 
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AYSAa beau, to a lady, pray, name if you ca? 
kJ Of all your acquaintance, the handſomeſt man ? 
The lady reply'd, if you'd have me ſpeak true, 


He's the handſomeſt man, that's the moſt unlike you. 
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On a Bow! of” . 


HENE'ER a bowl of punch, we make; 
Four ſtriking oppoſites we take; 

'The ſtrong, the ſmall, the ſharp, the ſweet, 
Together mix'd, moſt kindly meet; 
And when they happily unite, 
The bowl, * is pregnant with delight :” 

In converſation thus we find, 
That, four men differently inclin'd ;. 

With talents each diſtin ; and each, 
Mark'd by peculiar powers of ſpeech ; 
With tempers too, as much the ſame, 
As milk and verjuice, froſt and flame ; 
Their parts, by properly ſuſtaining, 
May all prove highly entertaining. 
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J Prologue to Mr. Maſon's Elfrida. 
By A. YOUNG LADY... 


H you! who worſhip at our Shakeſpear's buſt, 

Andrev'rence bards, long ſince, conſign'd to duſt; 
If fo remote, the ray of genius charms, . 
And attic fire, thro' diſtant ages, warms ; 
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What muſt you feel, when, in the preſent age, 
The poet lives, who gave ELFRIDa's page; 


With juſt applauſe, Oh hear his flowing line! 


Harmonious diction, energy divine! 

What paint of thought poetic, can excell, 

What varied beauties, in Elfrida dwell ; | 
Envy no more, that Shakeſpear's name ſhall ſave, 
From dark oblivion, AVON's limpid wave; 

Nor deem inglorious, humble Aſhton's plains, 


Ennobl'd thus, by Maſon's heav'nly ſtrains $ 


"Tis his, with heauty, majeſty, and art, 

To raiſe the genius, and affect the heart; 

He bids the ſoul, with purer raptures, glow, 
And melt, in all the elegance of woe; 

Oh feel the preſent good! and render due, 


A tribute, worthy him, and worthy you. 
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„ SLICE EK 
8 lovely Polly, have you never ſeen, 
Tis by the way of Simile I mean ;) 


The farmer's wife, upon a feſtive night, 


To grace the board, her Chriſtmas candle light 
Upon ſome pedeſtal, advance it high, 

With a few taper ruſh-lights, ſtanding by; 
Which, dimly mimic its ſuperior ray, 

And in a ſort of envy, ſoon decay ; 

So, when you viſit any public place, 

And there, diſplay, the beauties of your face 
All other females, round you, faintly ſhine, 
Loſt, is their luſtre, in your blaze divine. 
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4 3 F Scotland. 


HOEVER does, deſire to ſee, 
A barren land, without a tree; 


C26 7 
The rankeſt beggary, and pride, 


As cloſe as nits and lice ally'd ; 

Be poiſon'd, when he eats, and drinks, 

Or flavour'd, with all kinds of ſtinks ; 
Who e' er would bite, or wou'd be bit, 


Wou'd get the itch, or be beſhit, 1 
Let him to Scotland, but repair, FE. 
He'll find all theſe perfections there. A 
A RE IA TRAIN 1 
. . . . | 5 1 
Deſeription of London. ! i 


OUSES, churches, mixt together, 
Streets unpleaſant, in all weather 

Priſons, palaces contiguous, 
Gates, a bridge, the 'Thames irriguous ; 
Gaudy things, enough to tempt ye, 
Showy outſides, inſides empty; 
Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts, 
Coaches, wheelbarrows, and carts ; 
Warrants, bailifts, bills unpaid, 
Lords of laundreſſes afraid; 
Rogues, that nightly, rob and ſhoot men, 
Hangmen, aldermen, and footmen; 
Lawyers, poets, prieſts, phyſicians, 
Noble, ſimple, all conditions ; 
Worth, beneath a threadbare cover,. 
Villainy— bedaub'd all over; 
Women, black; red, fair, and grey, 
Prudes, and ſuch as never pray; 
Handſome, ugly, noiſy ſtill, 
| | Some, that will not, ſome, that will ; 
| Many a beau, without a ſhilling, 
| Many a widow, not unwilling ; 
[; - Many a bargain if you ſtrike it, 
. This is London; How. dye like it? 


Mr. 
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4 Mr. Garrict's Epigram on Dr. Hill, who | ound 
fault with his pronunciation of the vowels I'& U, 


F its true, as you ſay, that Pye injur'd a letter, 
P11 change my note ſoon, & J hope for the better; 
May the juſt right of letters as well as of men, 


| Hereafter be fix d, by the tongue and the pen; 
Moſt devotely I wiſh, they may both have their due, 


And that 1 may be never miſtaken for U. 
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Queſtion.— hy is a Gardener the moſt extraor- 
dinary Man, in the World? 


Anſwer, fdareſſed to Lady Coventry. 


ECAUSE no man has more buſineſs upon earth 3 
---He has good ground for what he does; - He 


commands his thyme ; He is maſter of the mint ;--- 


He fingers the penny royal ;---He raiſes his celery, 


every year ;---And it is a bad year that does not 
bring him a plumb ;---He meets with more boughs, 


than a miniſter of ſtate ;---Diſtempers, fatal to others, 
hurt not him ;---He walks the better for the gravel ; 
---And thrives -beſt in a conſumption ;---He makes 


_ raking more his buſineſs than his diverſion, and makes. 


it of advantage to his health and fortune ; which few 
other gentlemen do ;---Yet his wife has enough of 
Lad's Love, and Heart's Eaſe, and never wiſhes for 


 Weeds;---He can boaſt of more Bleeding Hearts, 


than you ;---And of more Lawrels, than the great 
Duke of Marlbrough ;---He can make more Beds 
than the French King ;---And has in them more 
Painted Ladies ;---But his greateſt praiſe, and the 
world's greateſt envy, is, that he may have Yew, 
when he will, The: 


118 ) 
Seen, ecke cobobobotet ortotctck bs 
1 1 The World's, 4 Stage. E 5 | 


USTLY, the world is call'd a ſage, 

From budding youth, to blaſted age ; Y 
Their diff rent parts, the ſexes play, | Y 
The high, the low, the grave, the gay : 3 


Such characters, in ev'ry ſphere, 
In ev'ry rank, and ftate appear; 

As thoſe, which in the drama live, 
And grief, or joy, fiftitious give; 

A jealous wife, we often view, 

The very woman, Coleman drew; 
And ſometimes, weeping is deſcry'd, 
Deſconſolate, a mourning bride ; 

In ev'ry lane, and ev'ry ſtreet, 
Vou'll ſure, a Buſy Body meet; 

To the full crowded Change, repair, 
You'll certainly, diſcover there, | 
A. briſk Weft-Þrdian, wild, untam'd, 
With the ſun's fiery beams, inflam'd 
Like him, who oft in Drury-Lane 
Enlivens all the comic train. 


Epigram on Dr. Goldfmith, deceaſed. 
| HE other day, Sam ſaid to Ralph, 
„Who's to make Goldſmith's Epitaph?“ 
« None living can,” ſour Ralph reply'd, 
He ſhould have wrote it, er he dy'd.” 


COONS SOOSSO00604* 
| Mira's Will. 


MPRIMIS —— My departed ſhade, I truſt 
1 To heav'n My body, to the ſilent duſt. 
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My name, to public cenſure, I ſubmit, 

To be diſpoſed of, as the world thinks fit ; 

My vice and folly, let oblivion cloſe, | 

The world already is e'erſtock'd with thoſe 

My wit I give, as miſers give their ſtore, 

To thoſe, who think they had enough before ; 

- Beſtow my patience, to compole the lives, 

Of ſlighted virgins, and neglected wives; 

To modiſh lovers, I reſign my truth, 

My cool reflection, to-unthinking youth; 5 

And ſome good nature give, tis my deſire, 

To ſurly huſbands, as their needs require; 

And firſt diſcharge my funeral, -and then, 

To the ſmall poets, I bequeath my pen; 

Let a ſmall ſprig, true emblem of my rhyme, 

Of blaſted laurel on my hearſe, recline ; 

Let ſome grave Wight, that ſtruggles for renown, 

By chanting dirges, through a market town; 

With gentle ſtep, proceed the ſolemn train, 

A broken flute, upon his arm, ſhall lean ; 

Six comic poets, may the corpſe ſurround, 

And, all freeholders, if they can be found ; 

Then follow next,. the melancholy throng, 

As ſhrewd inſtructors, who themſelves, are wrong; 

The virtuoſo, rich in ſun dry'd- weeds, ? 

The politician, whom no mortal heeds ; 

The filent lawyer, chamber'd all the day, 

And the ſtern ſoldier, that receives no pay; 

But ſtay---the mourners, ſhould be firſt our care, 

Let the freed *prentice, lead the miſer's heir; 

Let the young reli&, wipe her mournful eye ; 

And widow'd huſbands, o'er their garlic cry; 
All this, let my Executors fulfill, | 

And reſt affur'd, that this is Mira's will; 

Who was, when ſhe theſe legacies deſign'd, 

In body healthy, and compos'd in mind, 
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A Funeral Hymn, 

A LMIGHTY God, thou great ſupreme, 


From whom all goodneſs low; » 
Thy wiſdom, gave our ſcatter'd duſt, _ 
Exiſtence, here below. | 


Thou form'd us pure, without a ſpot, 

Till fin, that monſter, came; 

And filPd our days, tho” ſhort and few, 
With trouble, guilt, and ſhame. 


Lord ! what a feeble worm is man, 
That like to flow'rs do fade? 
He cometh up, and is cut down, 

Beneath night's ſable ſhade. 


Our life, like ſhadows, flies away, 
And death, 1s ever nigh ; 

Grant, we may always be prepar'd, 
To dwell with: thee, on high. 
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M. Garrick's Epigram on Dr. Hill. 


OR phyſic and farces, his equal there ſcarce is; 
His farces are phyſic, his phyſic a farce is. 


NN CXC NN NN DN. XXX 
An inventory of Dean Swift”s goods, upon lending 
his houſe to the Biſhop of Meath. 

N oaken, broken, elbow chair 

A caudle cup, without an ear; 
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A batter'd, ſhatter*d, aſh bedſtead 
A box of deal, without a lid; 
A pair of tongs, but out of joint; 
A poor old poker, without point; 
A pot that's crackt, acroſs, around 
With an old knotted garter bound ; 
An iron lock, without a key ; | 
A wig, with hanging quite grown grey 
A pair of bellows, without pipe; 
A curtain, worn to half a ſtripe ; 
Adiſh, which might good meat have he 1d once 
An Ovid, and an old Concordance ; 
A bottle bottom, wooden platter; 
The one for meal, and one for water. 
There is, beſides a copper ſkillet ; 
Which, runs as faſt out, as you fill it; 
A candleſtick, a pan, and ſave-all ; | 
And thus, his houſhold goods, you have all, 


Theſe, to his Lordſhip, as a friend, 
Till he has built, Pd recommend; 
They'll ſerve his Lordſhip for a ſhiſt, 
Why not, as well as Doctor Swift. 


S ð EW 
The PROSPECT. 

| F. 5 the houſe of Caleb Conner, Gardener at Tadcaſter. 
Written by HIMSELF. 


Y gardens are without compare, 

For cabbages, and proſpects rare; 
Did hills and woods, not intervene, | 
You'd ſee far more, than e' er was ſeen ; 
Come Sirs, Pl ſoon produce my vouchers, 
Look o'er yon field, that's Mrs. Bouchier's ; 


Stop 
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Stop here, and do not talk by hearſay, 
Tucre's Oxton next, then Bolton Peircy; 
With Pars'nage-houſe, and good old church, 
And clean, when well ſwept o'er with Birch; 
With cuſhions neat, to ſet your a--ſe on, 
And living good for Dean, and Parſon ; 
Now turn your bum upon Cat Pappleton, 
Your face will ſtand towards Nun Appleton ; 
Where lives Sir William Milner, Baronet, 
There fiſh are caught, by angling, or a net; 
A little further to the ſouth, 

Lies Cawood city, and Wharfe's mouth; 

His eyes, though, muſt be very good, 
Who ſees, or Wharfe's mouth, or Cawood ; 
Look nearer home, amongſt the trees, 
There's Ulleſkelf, with all it's geeſe ; 

With bad roads, ditches, bogs and mires, 
Which ducks like well, but horſes tires; 
With ftrolling preachers, and exhorters, 

And fiſhermen and rape-duſt porters ; 
There's Kirby church too, you might ſee, 
Wou'd but the wind, blow down that tree; 
Nothing elſe there, that's worth my while, 

But Bell-hall, cover'd with blue tile; 

And *Squire Leedes' houſe at Milford, 
Where oftentimes, you'll find an ill ford; 

Next Grimſton town, and Grimſton hall, 

At Tommy Pinkney's you muſt call; 

But mind that Molly does not ſee you, 

For then ſhe'll bid the de'el go wi' you; 
Aloft, you next ſee Grimſton hill, 7 
Whoſe woods, with ſhouts, the hunters fill; 
The cry of hounds and hunters voices ; - 
Confound all Stutton with their noiſes ; 
Stutton, that's ſeated in the vale, 

Supplies dry hunters, with fine ale ; 

See Hazlewood, the ancient ſeat, 

Of Vavaſours, ſtands very neat ; 
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Commands a proſpect, grand and fine, 
But not to be compar'd with mine; 
On Wingate hill, and Wilſby wood, 
You'll often find a hare, that's good; 
Next Bramham moor, we traverſe o'er, 
Where races were run, heretofore ; 
The air is good, the ſoil is fine, 
To take a ride on, e'er you dine; 
Perhaps you can't ſee Bramham ſpire, 
But might, were you but four miles nigher ; 
Look up at that valley, you'll not grudge ; 
To take a peep at Tolſton Lodge ; 
But quarries leave, and ſmoking lime, 
Move ſoftly down, to Newton Kime; 
There's a fine houſe, an honeſt owner, 
And an old church, of which he's donor ; 
With walls of ſtone, and plate that's ſterling, 
And a new bell, givin by Old Girling; 
Now we riſe up to Ho)bar Hill, 
There, you've a ſight of a wind mill ; 
Now ſee Tadcaſter church appear, 
Juſt like a pig, with but one ear; 
And more to ſhew, it has no pride on't, 
There ſtands a ſhit-houſe, juſt beſide on't ; 
The ſtreets, (they can't from hence be ſeen,) 
Are all well ſwept, and very clean; 
The buildings good, upon my word, 
*Specially, what belong my Lord ; 
The croſs, where mountebanks exhibit 
And a brown bear hung on a gibbet ; 
A bull with golden cods,---and higher 
Lofthouſe, full-brother to Bob Fryer ; | 
(He's mention'd by his own deſire.) 
But now *tis time to croſs the river, 
Oh bridge! may thou ſtand faſt for ever; f 
Old Cambden made thee once his theme, | 
But faid, thou was without a ſtream; 
O Cambden ! had'ſt thou liv'd, when I did, 
Or in this town, one year abided ; | 

| | TH Thou'd 
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Thou' d ſeen this ſtream, with rage uncivil, 
Drive all our hay-cocks, to the devil; 

Rakes, forks, and dead ſheep, grief to tell ! 
Ride in a deluge, down to hell — 

To Hul I mean,—bat turn about, 

Lets ſee, what this way, we make out; 
Gainſt my houſe-end, ſee here, a pear tree, 
A finer one, no man did e'erlſee ; 

For branches, bloſſoms, leaves, and fruit, 
Yet ſtrange ! All theſe ſpring from the root 3 
One year, (I wou'd not tell a lie) 

As many pears grew low and high; 

As being all, to market ſent, 
At three for two-pence, paid my rent; 
Upon yon hill, ſee WicniLL church, 

Has left the town, quite in the lurch ; 

Aloft ſhe ſtands, while her ſupport, 

The town lies proſtrate, in the dirt; 
Churches, and Prieſts, ſhould be plac'd higher ; ; 
The flock, in ignorance, and mire; . 

The Prieſt looks big, ſtruts, talks of news, 
The flock toil, ſweat, and pay their dues ; 
See Helaugh Church, a ſteeple wants, 
And if ſome of th” inhabitants; 

Wanted their nobs, *would be as good, 

For honeſt folk Yth* neighbourhood ; 

Behind theſe woods, lies Cattertown, 

To Whitehall farmer, *tis well known; 
And oftentimes, he does bewail, 

That in't, there's neither friend nor ale; 

But hold ! while thus abroad we range, 
Shall we at home, forget the Grange ? | 
Grange, fam'd for nymphs, with eyes bewitching, 
And Tommy Iles, in far back kitchen; 

Here's dove- court, garth, and cabbage- garden, 
Vet all my rhimes, not worth a farthing; 

But juſt to do my proſpect, honour, 

Vour humble ſervant CALEB CONNER. 
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On an Old Maid at Church. 


HLOE, at church, with looks devout, 
Was overheard, to ſay ; 
«© My morning glaſs, is almoſt out, 
c An huſband, Lord, I pray: 
A drolliſh ſpark, n by hes ſat, 


Determin'd for a joke ; 


Y Cry'd out, with voice effeminate, 
A h As tho* an angel ſpoke ;z— 
= & Chloe, thou ſhalt not die a maid, 
1 Thou haſt neglected been“ 
# © Thank you, good ſpirit,” Chloe ſaid, 
"1 And loudly cry'd, © AMEN.” 
FR E | 1 
rr DDr 
1 F 08 ” X. 
1 OUR people ſat . in one evening to plav, 
= They playa all that eve', and parted next day 73 
Cou'd you think when youre told, as thus they all fat, 
No other play'd with them, nor was there one bet; 
Let when they roſe up, each gained a guinea, | 
XF Tho' none of 'em loft, to th' amount of a penny. 
a2 A. NL 0 
A Four merry fidlers, play'd all night, 
WW To many a dancing ninny ; 
1 And the next morning, went away, 
E And each receiv'd a guinea. 
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OME, Poll, be quick and make the bed, 
Now tuck the feet, now place the head ; 
III kiſs you, if you don't beſtir ye, 
ou Poll, I can't abide to 185 


S 


| =>" Wu Allegorical Deſcription of the 208 of * 
by way of Affidavit. 


Tr S deponent maketh oath and ſays, 'That fone 
ladies whom this deponent does not chuſe to 
name, repair nightly to a convenient place near St. 
| | James s, to meet their gallants of the firſt rank, whom 
i this deponent will not name, but fo far deſcribe them, 
that two are of the ſable, and two of the ruddy com- 
lexion, and that he verily believes they are moſt 


| abominably painted. 


The ladies when they begin their gambols, call their 
gallants by the nick names of Hercules, Cupid, Pit, and 
Gardener : Aſter a plentiful ſervice of the moſt coſtly 
fare, they begin their tricks, which they play like 
RL the tumblers in Bartledom Fair, upon a carpet ; ftrip 
4 is the word; nay, this deponent has known them 
| ſtrip a gentleman who only came accidentally into 
the houſe : At firſt, they begin pretty courtly, at leaſt 
f in their expreſſions. As © madam with your leave,” 

1 or ſo ; which the ladies are ſo good as ſeldom to deny; 

1 afterwards it is moſt ſhameful to deſcribe the tricks 
that are play'd by this leud pack: By an eſtabliſhed 
rule, each lady has choice of her gallant in her turn; 
and ſome have been known ſo unreaſonable, after 


they have had three to call for a fourth : This depo- 
nent 
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nent has ſeen a lady on her back, a man o'top of her, 
and a lady o'top of him, and he avers, it has been 
known, that a Court valet has ſtripp'd them all. — 
sometimes chey are thrown on their backs, and then 
on their bellies, now hicklety picklety, and, anon, 
they are all o'top of one another; and if any one is 
called upon, he or ſhe is obliged to ſhew ALL. Of 
the ſame nature is their diſcourſe ; this deponent has 
often heard them talking of a——es, with the fame 
familiarity as their faces; I have a black one, ſays 
one, and nam'd the thing, directly; mine's better 
than your's, ſays another, and named her thing; 
muſt I be laugh'd at, ſays a third, becauſe I have a 
red one. „ 
There is one monſterous thing, which this depo- 
nent is almoſt aſhamed to mention; after ſix bouts, 


a lady has aſked, if © they could do more?“ Nay, a 
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| certain lady has been known to play All the tricks 


& over, by herſelf. This deponent likewiſe avers, that 
he has full proof, after the ladies have been tired with 
their gallants, they have called for freſh ones. In 
hort, the aforeſaid ladies, have not only ſpent their 
pin- money, but their huſband's eſtates, upon Hercu- 
les, Cupid, Pit, and Gardener, and when they want 


more money, they commonly pawn their jewels. 
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On the Fifth of November. 
By an IRISH BELLMAN. 


O night's the day, I ſpeak it with great ſorrow, 
That, we were all, thave been blown up, 
to-morrow; | 

Therefore, take care of fires, and candle-light, 


"Tis a cold froſty morn, and fo good night. 
. Yo 
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A Birth Day Thought. 


AN I, all gracious providence |! 
Can I] deſerve thy care? 
Ah ! no, T've not the leaſt pretence, 
To bounties which I ſhare. 


Have I not been defended ſtill, 
From dangers, and from death ; 

Been ſafe preſerv'd, from ev*ry ill, 
F'er ſince thou gave me breath? 


I live once more, to ſee the day, 
— That brought me firſt to light; 
O! teach my willing heart, the way, 
To take thy mercies right. 


Tho' dazzling ſplendor, pomp, and ſhow, 
My fortune has deny'd; 

Yet, (more than grandeur can beſtow,) 
Content hath well ſupply'd. 


No ftrife has &er diſturb'd my peace, 
No miſeries have I known; 
And, that Pm bleſs'd with health, and eaſe, 
With humble thanks, I own. 


I envy no one's birth, or fame, 
Their titles, train, or dreſs ; 
Nor has my pride &er ſtretch'd its aim, 
Beyond what I poſſeſs. | 


Taſk, nor wiſh, not to appear, 
| More beauteous, rich, or gay; 
Lord, make me wiſer, ev'ry year, 
And better, ev'ry day. 


41 


On Marriage. 


E tis to marry, when the knot is ty'd, 
Why then, they marry, who at 'Tyburn rice z [| 
And if that knot, till death is loos'd by none, i "ip 
Why then to marry, and be hang'd 's all one, ug 
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A” Monody, by R. A. Falllaff, on his leaving 
Eh Tadcafler. 
| 6 Oh now for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troops, and the big war, 
«© That make ambition virtue! Oh! farewell! 
“ Farewell the neighing ſteed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit ſtirring drum, th' ear piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
* Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war ! 
And oh! you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats, 
„ Th” immortal Jove's dread clamours counterteit, 


t Farewell.” OTHELLO 


V\AREWELL Calcaria, now farewell! 

„ Meand'ring Wharfe, adieu; 
Ye neighb'ring vills, Pl! ceaſe to tell, 
What joys I ſhar'd in you! 
Farewell fair bridge, and gothic pile, 
Adieu yon mote, and mill ; | 
1 Adieu grey Grott, where us'd to ſmile, 

The ſprightly Nancy 
No more yon murm'ring water fall, 

Its ruſtic din, I hear; | 

No more yon bells ſo ſweetly call, 


My tteps to wander there. 
* 4 | No 
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No more the G RANGE — admir'd ſite, 
Attracts my roving eye; 
No more yon MINSTER's tow'ring height, 
Thro' optic aids, I ſpy. 


No more, dear Fr—tw—1l, thy ſweet ſong, . 
Delights my liſt'ning ear; | 

Nor Br-r—y is thy fiddle ſtring, 
My penfive {oul to chear. 


No more, gay Flora ! your guittar, 
Tho? fraught with melody; 


No more, your voice yet ſweeter far, 


Will fill my heart with glee; 


No more, the converſation kind, 


With witty friends, J join; 
Tho' ripe with ſenſe, to charm the mind, 
And each vain wiſh t' eloign : 


No more, my friends, join your joy, 

* Your concert, ſong, and ball; 

Here pleaſure reigns, without alloy, 
There's honey, without gall. 


Farewell, bleak Hazlewood, thy land, 
By nature chill, and bare; | 

By art's manuring generous hand, 
Rewards its maſter's care, 


Adieu delightful Bramham Park, 
Thy walks, thy meads, thy groves , 
Where chaunt the linnet, thruſh, and lark, 
Where {mile thy gay alcoves. 


Adieu thy levels, ſlopes, and lawns, 
Thy hills, thy woods, thy rocks ; 
Where ſport the ſquirrels, hares, and fawns,. 
Where feed thy deer and flocks, 


Adieu, 


E 


Adieu, thy lonely urn, well plac'd, 
Thy larches, beeches, firs; 

Adieu, thy chappel, high in taſte, 
Thy fountains, gay parterres. 


Farewell, thy viſtos, temples, bowers, 
Thy baſons, thy caſcades; 

Thy ſweetly ſcenting ſhrubs, and flowers, 
Thy terras, thy parades. 


Thy proud pavillions, and thy cot, 

| With homely thatch, done oer; 

'Thy diftant views, thy rural grot, 
Adieu ! farewell, no more ! 


No more Thorp-Arch, thy healing ſpring, 
Nor Goffip's taſty grove ; 

Nor generous Wentworth's praiſe, I ſing, 
Nor to his Lodge, I rove. 


No more, good Fairfax, thy fair deeds, 
Can grace my limple tale ; 
No Laſcelles' houſe, no ſtud of Leedes, 
No Phillis of the vale. 


Adieu ye hills, adieu ye vales, 
Adieu ye ſtreams, and floods; 

Adieu ſweet eccho's plaintive tales, 
Adieu ye meads, and woods. 


Farewell, ye flocks, ye fleecy care, 

| F Wel yon pleaſing plain; 

Farewell, thou beauteous blooming fair f 
We ne'er ſhall meet again ! 


1 
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On a Gentleman who expended his Fortune in 
Horſe Racing. 


OHN run ſo long, and run ſo faſt, 
No wonder, he run out at laſt 
He ran in debt, and then, to pay, 
He diftanc'd all---and ran away, 


eck ecke ecke: err 


To Mr Garrick, on the report of his having left 
the Stage 


O! Mr Garrick, is it true? 
8 As folk report, the ſtage and you, 
Took a French leave at parting ? 
We hop'd th' Italian air and diet, 
Had well reſtor'd your health and quiet, 
And made you keen, for ſtarting. 


In vain we liſten'd, to the tales, 
Brought over, by the Foreign mails, 
That you was home returning; 
Fo ſee your name in capitals, 
Stuck up on pg poſts, and walls, 
With fond impatience burning ! 


Your wiſh'd arrival, vain to boaſt, 
If never enter'd at the poſt, 
You ſhun the race of glory ; 
\s well you might have travell'd on, 
F rom Pope and Turk, to Preſton John, 
The world was all before ye. | 


For, to be lain Sir, entre nous, 
T'was not about your wife or you, 
We all were ſo ſolicitous; Yau 
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You mightas well be there, as here, 
If as King Richard, Bays, or Lear, 


You mean no more to viſit us. 


— 


Your friends, if friends they are indeed, 


Vour ſpirit, or your ſpleen may plead, 
From acting to excuſe you; 
But, ſpite of what your friends de lare, 
We, your admirers, cannot bear, 
In manner thus, to loſe you. 


"Tis true, they make a mighty ſtir, 
About you, as a manager, 
Intent on reformation ; 
Buſy inſtructing in their parts, 
And proper attitudes, and ſtarts, 
The riſing generation. 


But ah! in vain remov'd from ſight, 
The candles, to improve the light, 


(Which pleas'd the pit immenſely) 


It all your pupils, need the rod, 
As much as fiddle faddle Dodd, 
Or bluſt'ring, bouncing Benſley. 


To thoſe, who ne'er have Garrick ſeen, 

Such acting, may not give the ſpleen ; 
To me, it is the Devil; 

To ſit three hours, with noddle bare, 

To ſee your Holland, rant and tear, 
And hear that Powel imvel ! ! 


I oſcen as I come to town, 
In order, to ſpare you a crown, 
Dine gratis, with my Printer ; 
But d —mn it, if Pm doom'd to ſee, 
Such mummers play, inſtead of thee, 
F1l come no more this winter. 


. of > 
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On Miſs Chudleigh 


(the ee Ducheſs of King ſton s) appearing in the 
Character of Iphigenia, at a Maſquerade, dreſt in a 
robe of Lawn ; Neck, Arms, and Legs, &c. bare. 


By LORD CHESTERFIELD. 
HUDLEIGH has ev'ry charm, and grace, 


Is lovely, as ſhe wou'd be; 
With Jacob's beauties, in her face, 


And Eſau's, where they ſhou'd be. 
, cho hh choohheohehahoteckat heokohohets 


| TALE of eo TU RD. 
| By DEAN SWIFT. 
| Paſtry cook, once moulded up-a turd, 
(You may believe me, when I give my word,) 
With nice ingredients, of the fragrant kind, 
And ſugar of the beſt, right double retin'd ; A 
He blends them all, for he was fully bent, f 1 
Quite to annihilate, its taſte, and ſcent; 1 
With outſtretch/d arms, he twirls the rolling pin, 
And ſpreads the yielding ordure, ſmooth and thin; 
Tas not to. fave. his flour, but ſhew his art, 
Of ſuch foul dough, to make a ſav'ry tart ; 
He heats the oven with care, and bak'd it well, 
But ftill the cruſt's offenſive to the ſmell ; 8 
The cook was vex'd, to ſee himſelf ſo foil'd, 1 
So works it to a dumplin, which he boiPd ; 3 
Now, out it comes, and if it ſtunk before, 
It ſtinks full twenty times ſo much, and more; 
He breaks freſh eggs, converts it into batter, 
Works them with ſpoon, about a wooden platter ; 
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To true conſiſtence, ſuch as cookmaids make, 

At Shrove-tide, when they toſs the pliant cake; 
In vain, he twirls the pan, the more it frys, 

The more the nauſeous, fœtid, vapours riſe; 
Reſolv'd, to make it, ſtill a ſav'ry bit, 

He takes the pancake, rolls it round a ſpit ; 

Winds up the jack, and ſets it to the fire, 

But roaſting, rais'd its pois'nous. fumes the high'r; 
Offended much (although it was his own,) 

At length he throws it, where it ſhou'd be thrown ; 
And in a paſſion, ſtorming loud, he cry'd, 

« If neither bak'd, nor boil'd, nor roaſt, nor fry'd, 
« Can thy offenſive, helliſh taint, reclaim, 

« Go to the filthy Jake, from whence you came.” 


The MO Ä 
This tale requires but one ſhort application, 
It fits all 85 88 ſcoundrels in the nation 
Minions of fortune, wiſe men's jeſts, in pow'r, 
Like weeds on dunghills, ſtinking, rank, and ſour. 


E 


Epitaph on a Lawyer. 
NTOMPB'D within this vault, a lawyer lies, 
Whom fame aſſureth us, was juſt and wile ; 
An able advocate, and honeſt too ! 
That's wondrous ſtrange indeed !---if it be true. 


e 
On . BUXTON. 


HEN vig'rous health, thy lenient baths reſtore, 
BuxToN, we bleſs thy ſalutary pow'r ; 
But when thy chilling miſts, bring cold catarrhs,, 


And *gainſt ſoft health, thy humid climate wars; 
EN | We 
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We curſt thy mountains wild, the deſarts bleak, 
And ſwear the ſink of England, is the peak; 
Then bring the bowl, my boys, fill, fill it up, 

Puſh round about, the mirth-inſpiring cup; 
Spite of thy miſty gloom, which clouds the day, 
Let you and I, my friend, be briſk and gay; 
With this celeſtial nectar, chear the brain, 
Heav'n's gifts, on us, are ne'er beſtow'd in vain. 


doctetorhoohchotlttdadhctobotchohtct 


An EPILOGUE 
On the Defeat of the King's Forces by the Rebels at Preſ- 
ton Pans, in 1745. Defigned for Mrs Weoffington, in 


the Character of a Volunteer. Enters reading the 
Gazette. | | 


URSE on all. cowards !. ſay I---why---bleſs. 

A my eye | | 
No---no---it can't be true---this Gazette lies 
Our men retreat before a ſcrub banditti ! 
Who ſcarce cou'd fight the buff-coats of the. city! 
Well---if it is ſo---and- that our men can't ſtand, 
"Tis time, we women, take the thing in hand; 
Thus, in my country's cauſe, I now appear, 
A bold, ſmart, kheven huller'd Volunteer; 
And really, mark ſome heroes in the nation, 
You'll find this, no unnatural transformation; 
For if in valour it is, real manhood lies, 
All cowards are, but women in diſguiſe. 


They ſay theſe rebels, are ſo ſtout, and tall ! 
Ah! Lard! Td lower the proudeſt of 'em all; 
Try but my mettle, place me in the van, 


And poſt me, if I don't bring down my man ; 
Had 


Had we an army, of ſuch valourous wenches, 

What men, d'ye think, wou'd dare, attack our 
trenches ? 

Oh! How th' artillery of our eyes wou'd n em, 

But, our maſk'd batteries, -Lord | How they wou'd 


gaul 'em 


No rebel *gainſt ſuch force, durſt take the field, 


For, -- -Damme ! But I'd die, before I'd yield. 


Joking apart---we women, have ftrong reaſon, 
To ſtop the progreſs, of this Popilſh treaſon ;, 
For now, when female liberty's at ſtake, 
All women ought to buſtle for its ſake ; 
For if th' audactous ſons of Rome prevail, 
Vows, convents, and that heathen thing, a veil 
Muſt come in faſhion, and ſuch inftitutions, 
Wou'd ſuit but odly, with our conſtitutions. 
What gay coquette wow'd brook a Nun's profeſſion ? 
And I've ſome private reaſons gainſt confeſſion: 


Beſides, our good men of the church, they ſay, 
(Who now, thank heav'n, may love, as well as pray) 
Muſt then, be only wed, to cloyſter'd houſes, 
Stop, there we're fob'd, of twenty thouſand ſpouſes ; 
And faith, no bad ones, as Pm told---then judge ye, 
Is it fit, we loſe our benefit of clergy ? 


In freedom 8 ye Britiſh fair, ariſe, 
Exert the ſacred influence of your eyes ; 
On valiant merit, deign alone to ſmile, 

And vindicate the glory of our iſle ; 

To no baſe coward, proſtitute your charms, 
Diſband the lover, ot deſerts his arms ; 
Then will you fire each heroe to his duty, 
And Britiſh rights be ſav' d, by Britiſh beauty. 


The 
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The Picture of a good Huſband. 


3 providence preſent a man of parts, 
Not learn'dly vain, yet ſkill'd in lib'ral arts; 
Whoſe principles are ſolid, - pious too, | 
Juſt to himſelf and to his monarch true; 

In converſation grave, but not preciſe, 

Unmov'd in dangers, yet in councel wiſe : 

His carriage humble, mixt with decent pride, 
Inſtruct by actions, and as mildly chide ; 

Who hates all flatt'ry, and does truth revere, 
Deeds prove his words, and every act ſincere ; 
One who, the world's temptations, can withſtand, 
And all his paſſions equally command; 

If this uncommon creature ſhould agree, C 


Tolike an honeſt dull fincerity, 

(For wit and beauty ne'er belong'd to me,) 
I could, contentedly, accept the bliſs, 

And with a pleaſure, know no will but his. 


* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 


Three excellent Maxims, worthy. of Practice. 


EVER do that by proxy, which you can do 
yourſelf. | | 
Never defer that till to-morrow,. which you can do 
| to-day. | 
Never neglect ſmall matters and expences. 


Reflections 


( 4 
At At Ar AA AA RAR 
Reflections over a Pipe of Tobacco, and a Pinch 
of Snuff. 


WR. ſmoke ariſes from my pipe, 
Thus to myſelf I fay : 


Why ſhould I anxious be for life, 
Which vaniſhes away ? 


The ſocial ſnuff- box does convey, 
The ſame ideas juſt, | 
As if it filently would ſay, 
Let's mingle duſt to duſt. 


The woods, the fields, where e'er I walk, 
In ſolemn truth declare ; 


The bluſhing roſe upon its ſtalk, 
Say there's no reſting here. 


Let heav*n-born ſouls then look above, 
Where joys eternal ſpring ; 
Let them adore, with fervent love, 


Their maker, God, and King. 
AAA ttt A tr ett 
On the Bottle Conjuror in the Haymarket, 1749. 


8 the quality can bubble, 
And get their gold, with very little trouble; 
By putting giddy lies in public papers--- | 

As jumping in quart bottles---ſuch like vapours, 
And further yet, if we the matter ſtrain, 

Wou'd pipe a tune upon a walking cane 

Nay, more ſurpriſing tricks! he {wore he'd ſhow, 
Granmams, who dyed, a hundred years ag0--- 4 
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"Tis whimſical enough, what think ye, Sirs? 
The quality can ne'er be conjurers, 
The de'el a bit :---no, let me ſpeak in brief, 
The audience fools, the conjurer. a thief. 


4 Co untry Quarter Seſſions. 
"THREE. or four parſons, full of October; 


Three or four {quires between drunk and ſober; 
Three or four lawyers, three or four lyars; 
Three or four conſtables, three or four-oryers 
Three or four pariſhes, bringing appeals, ' 
Three or four writings, and three or four ſeals 
'Three or four baſtards, three or four whores, 
Tag, rag, and bob-tail, three or four ſcores ; 
Three or four ſtatutes, miſunderſtood, 
Three or four paupers, all praying for food; 
Three or four roads, that never were mended, 
Three or four ſcolds---and- the ſeſſions is ended. 


of 
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On 1 A N. 


IKE leaves on trees, the race of man is found, 
Now green in youth, now with'ring on the 
ground, | 
Another race, the following ſpring ſupplies, 
They fall ſucceſſive, and ſucceſhve rife : 
So, generations, in their courſe, decay; 


So flouriſh theſe, when thoſe, are paſt away. 
& 7N 
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- On the Abuſe of Cards. 


\WEET are the joys that flow from moderate uſe, 
& But pleaſure grows, diſtaſteful, in abule : | 
Where cards amule, and not diſtract the thought, 
An evening may be paſt, without a fau't; 

But, when the mind is once, by play engroſs'd, 
Virtue is hazarded, and peace is loſt, 
What tho? the gameſter glitters to the eyes, 
The wretch, is but a monſter in diſguiſe; 
Who, like the ſpider, watching to devour, 
8 his fell net, on ev'ry gaudy flow'r ; 

o catch the playful fly — a fatal ſnare ! 
Then ſtrips his plumes and leaves the carcaſs here-- 
How ſmiles the common enemy to find, 
Fiends like himſelf, to ruin half mankind ! 
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Once let the breaſt this fatal paſſion ſeize, 
Ard avarice, ſucceeds by ſlow degrees; 
At her approaches, honeſty withdraws, 
No more the judgment yields to reaſon's laws: 
A thouſand cares, the tortur'd ſoul moleſt, 
Nature no longer, -taſtes her wonted reſt ; 
So much the love of God, employs the mind, 
It leaves no trace of former worth behind; 
The heart that once could feel a ſocial pain, 
Is loſt to ev'ry pleaſure now, but gain, 
The cheated dupe, inſtructed by his wound, 
Learns to diſpenſe the miſchief, he has found; 
Creeps, like a wretch, neglected to his grave, 
And, as he liv'd a fool, he dies a knave, 


Moral 
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A Moral Reflection. 
Written on the fit Day of the Year, 1782. 


Ev entoen Hundred Eighty-one, 
S* Is now for ever paſt; 
Seventeen Hundred Eighty- two, 
Will fly away as faſt. 


But, whether life's uncertain ſcene, 
Shall hold an equal pace; 

Or whether death ſhall come between, 
And end my mortal race; 


Or whether ſickneſs, pain, or health, 
My future lot ſhall be; 

Or whether poverty or wealth, 
Is, all unknown to me. 


One thing I know, that needful *tis, 
To watch with careful eye; 
Since every ſeaſon ſpent amiſs, 
Is regiſter'd on high ; 


Too well I know what precious hours, 
My wayward paſſions waſte ; 
And oh! Ifind my mortal powers, 
To duſt and darkneſs haſte ; 


Earth rolls her rapid ſeaſons round, 
To meet her final fire; 

But virtue is with glory crown'd, 
Tho? ſuns and ftars expire. 


What awful thoughts ! what truth ſublime | 4 
What uſeful leſſon this! 
O! let me well improve my time! 


Oh ! let me die in peace. 9 8 
The 
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De Country Parſm's Bleſſings, 
Wopro ye, my friends, live free from care, 


| Attentive lend a willing ear; 
While I, in humble verſe relate, 


The bleſſings of my humble ſtate, 


I have a living brings in clear, 
About an hundred pounds a year ; 
The tythe well paid, without law — ſtrife, 
(Pm not incumber'd with a wife) 
A fingle church, not grand, but neat, 
My people rather good, than great ; 
A ſtrong-built houſe, and paſture good, 
Where ſorrel crops his livelihood ; 
A garden cloath'd with greens, and fruits, 
And intermix'd with flow'ry roots; 
A walk, with well-mow'd greenſword laid, 
Where I may ſmoke, in ſun, or ſhade ; 
A terrace rais'd, whence I ſurvey, 
The market folk, who paſs that way; 
A ſhaded bench, where I may read, 
Old Baker's Chronicle, or Speed; 
The neighb'ring clergy, kind and free, 
Who give and take civility ; 
Of humour good, of mirth and ſenſe, 
Who o'er a glaſs, ſome wit diſpenſe ; 
(For where's the crime to meet and prate, 
Of country news, and tricks of ſtate ?) 
Some ſocial Gents of goodly worth, 
f Who ſcorn to boaſt of wealth or birth; 
4 Who ne'er aſſume the courtier's frown, 
Yet keep above the homely clown 4 
Who love their country, King, and church, 
And in no dews, the parſon lurch ; 
With 
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With eaſe, I keep a maid and man, 

This Harry call'd, the other Naz ; 

A table-fleek, with pudding grac'd, 

Or plain or plum, as ſuitꝭ my taſte ; . 
Attended by a fav'ry diſh, 

Of mutton, beef, or fowl, or fiſh ;: 

A pile of ſallad, freſh and green, | 
In ſummer, fruit-well pick'd, and clean ;- 
Sound ſparkling ale, and ſometimes wine, 
When Patron deigns with Vie — to dine; 
Oft, oe'r the fields, with gun J ſtride, 
And faithful Banter by my ſide; | 
Then, if a muſhroom is in fight, 

It ſerves to ſupper me, at night; 

Or elſe a Veltfare or a Snipe, 
Sometimes a diſh of double tripe. 


Thus joyous, do I paſs my life, 
Stranger to tumult, or to ſtrife ;. 
Pleaſures I feel, in this bleſt ſtate, 
Unfelt, unknown, to rich and great; 

When airy fancy mounts on wing, 
I think myſelf a ſort of King; 
My pipe, my ſcepter, cup, my crown, 
My elbow chair, my regal throne, 


SSSSSSS8883-I8898885858 


Self Examination, 


ET not ſoft ſlumbers cloſe your eyes, 
Before you've recollected thrice, 

The train of actions thro? the day: 
Where have my feet choſe out their way? 
What have I learn'd; where'er I've been, 
From all Pve heard, from all Pve ſeen ? 
What know I more, that's worth the knowing?“ 
What have I done that's worth the doing ? 
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What have I ſought, that I ſhould ſhun ? 
What duty have I left undone ? 

Or into what new follies run ? 

Theſe ſelf inquiries are the road, 

'That leads to virtue, and to God. 
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HAT legions of fables and whimſical tales, 
Paſs current for goſpel, where prieſtcraft 
prevails ? 

Our anceſtors thus were moſt ſtrangely deceiv d; 
What ſtories and nonſenſe for faith they believ'd ? 
But we, their wiſe ſons, who theſe fables reject, 
Even truth now-a-days, are too apt to ſuſpect ; 
From believing too much, the right faith we let fall, 
So now we believe, faith! nothing at all. 
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YRIES Ned to his neighbours, as onwards the 
preſt, 
Conveying his wife, to her place of long reſt ; 


Take friends, I beſeech you, a little more leifure, | 


For, why ſhould we thus, make a toil of a — 
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On the Rev. Myr Charles Churchill wearing white Stock - 
ings, and Leather Breeches. 
O Churchill the bard, cries the Weſtminſter 
Dean, 
Leathern breeches! white ſtockings! pray what do 
you mean! 
Tis 
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"Tis ſhameful, irreverent,---you muſt keep to church 
rules. | 
If wiſe ones —I will—and if not, they're for fools : 
If reaſon don't bind me, Il ſhake off all fetters, 
To be black and all black, I ſhall leave to my betters. 


SSISZDISISE:SHSOE SIE 


A Patent to Meduſa, the Termigant. 
1 this patent of mine, throughout England 


be known 

To all perſons whatever, in country and town; 
From Oxford to London, from Worcefter to Warwick, 
From Deal to St, Ives, and from Portland to Berwick ; 
To all, whom it may, or it may not concern, 

That my friends, and acquaintance, and others may 

learn, 

That I grant to Meduſa, with ſerious intent, 

Full licence, her rage, and her malice, to vent ; 

In ſlander, abuſe, and all black defamation, 

Which the fiend can ſuggeſt, againſt my reputation ; 
And moreover conſult, the great father of lies, 
When her ſtock is exhauſted, to furniſh ſupplies ; 
She may likewiſe, encourage thoſe furies, her breed, 
In falſhood and malice, their dam to exceed ; 

And ſpread their infection, wherever they can, 
Among imps like themſelves, which admire their plan. 
And, if any ſhould queſtion, her right to defame, 
And revile, with her poiſonous rancour, my name, 
Provided ſhe ſticks to her falſhood, and ſlander, 
(Since, backwards, all perſons of wit underſtand her) 
This Patent for ever, 1 frankly declare, 

Shall be her acquittance, in courts, and elſewhere, 
From the date of theſe lines, and their firſt publication, 
In force to continue, without revocation. 

November 24, 1781. 

Or 
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On Siæ Sorts of People, who keep Faſls. 
HE miſer faſts, becauſe he will not eat, 
The poor man faſts, becauſe he has no meat; 
The rich man faſts, with greedy mind to ſpare, 
The glutton faſts, to eat the greater ſhare; 
The hvpocrite, he faſts, to ſeem more holy, 
The righteous man, to puniſh ſinful folly. 
CCC 
Dean Swifts Certificate: 
T- twelve o'clock, this ſtormy weather, 
J join'd this whore, and rogue, together: 
And none but he, that rules the thunder, | 
Can put this rogue, and whore, aſunder, I 
N 
90 
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True Nobility, and Falſe.. 


OT all, that are accounted great, 
Deſerve, to bear that name: 
The wicked, tho? in higheſt ſeat, 


To greatneſs, have-no claim. 


The ſtar, that ſhines on guilty breaſt, 
Or an illuſtrious pearl, 

3 May decorate, the outward veſt, 

3 == And tell us, © there's an Earl! 1 


But, ſtrip him of the brilliant coat, 
And ſhew the real man; 

And when the borrow'd light is out, 
Admire him, if you can ? 


„ 


A ſervile world, may cringe, and bow, 
And homage pay, to names; 

A ſervile world, we can't but know, 
Are mean, in all their aims ; 


"Tis goodneſs, ſolid worth imparts, 
And, digniſies the poor; 
Ye Nobles, then prepare your hearts, 
And, graft true goodneſs there. 


Let true religion be your ſtar, 
By virtue's dictates live; 

You'll then have honour, greater far, 
Than gaudy titles give. 


And when this viſionary ſort 
Of empty "rental dies, 

You will in heav'ns glorious court 
To endleſs honour riſe. 


Epitaph on a Blackſmith. 


Y fſledge, and hammer, lie declin'd, 
My bellows too, have loſt their wind ; 
My firc's extinct, my forge decay'd, 
My vice is, in the duſt all laid; 
My coal is ſpent, my iron gone, 
My nAils are drove, my work is done. 
My fire-dry'd corpſe, lies here at reſt, 
My ſoul, ſmoke- like, ſoars to be blefl. 
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IT TAY 
AYS Allen to his wife, before we part, 


Pve ſome ſerious matter, much at heart; 
When I was young I was prodigious wild, 
I fell in love and got a maid with child ; 
'The babe is handſome, though ſhe's rather brown, 
Do, take her home, and rear her as your own ; 
I wiſh indeed you'd her example be, : 
I'm ſure you'll love her for ſhe's much like me; 
"Tis well my dear, and you confeſs in time, 
Tm glad to find by you,---that *tis no crime: 
I had a boy before I married you, 
Therefore together let us wed the two, 


u ---. th Ne tote K G .-. dh - f K * 


A Whimſical Epitaph, taken from a Stone in a 


hurch. 


Who as a wife, did never vex one ; 
We can't ſay that for her at th' next ſtone. 
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ERE lies the body of Sarah Sexton, 


On Quadrille.— Za Young Lady. 
| Der lovely nymph, to hear the leaſt of bards, 


Who draws inſtruction from a game of cards; 
What, tho' Quadrille perplex you, here is ſhown, 
How hard the taſk, for her, who plays alone. 

But, wou'd you then conſent to be a wife? 
Think firſt, Oh think ! you play your cards for life ! 
| C  Shou'd 
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Shou'd ſordid friends controul your right good will, 
Beware the wretched ſtate, of forc'd Spadille. 
Shou'd man, by grandeur, ſtrive your heart to fire, 
A croſs fiſh, well denotes, a purſe-proud *Squire ; 
Then, pals by wealth, and power, for better ſure, 
It is, with ſome kind ſwain, to play ſecure ; 

And he, dear girl, who does your charms adore, 
Now aſks you leave, Oh] let him ſoon ſay more. 


SPRAIN RR, 


To- Merrow. 
*O-MORROW you will live, you always ay 3 ; 


In what far country, does to-morrow lye 
 Fhat 'tis ſo mighty long, cer it arrive? 
Beyond the Indies, does this morrow live? 

"Tis ſo far fetch'd, this morrow, that I fear, 
*T will be both very old, and very dear. 
To-morrow, I will live, the fool does ſay, 
To day's too late; the wiſe liv'd, yeſterday. 


An Epigram. 


S coke E xtempore by the Earl of Rocheſter to 4 1 
Pariſh Clerk, 1 
GQTERNHOLD, and Hopkins, had great qualms, 1 1 
When they tranſlated David's Pſalms, 9 


To make the heart full glad; 
But had it been, poor David's fate, 
To hear thee ling, and them tranſlate, 
By Jove, twould have made him mad. 


Rhyme 
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Rhyme to Liſbon. By the ſame. 
ERE's a health to Kate, ; N 

Our Sovereign's mate, ED 4x 
Of the Royal Houſe of Liſbon ; 4 
But, the Devil take Hyde, | 


And, the Biſhop, beſide, 
That, made her bone, his bone. 
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On PUNCH. 
ENCE, reſtleſs care, and low deſign ! 
Hence, foreign compliments, and wine! 
Let generous Britons, brave, and free, 
Still, boaſt their punch, and honeſty ; 
Life is a bumper, filPd by fate, 
And, we the gueſts, who ſhare the treat; 
Where ſtrong, inſipid, fharp, and ſweet, 
Each other duly temp'ring, meet; 
Awhile, with joy, the ſcene is-crown'd, 
A while, the catch, and toaſt, go round; 
And, when the full carouſe. is o'er, - 
Death puffs the lights, and ſhuts the door. 
Say then, phyſicians, of each kind? 
Who cure the body, or the mind; 
What harm, in drinking, can there be, 
Since punch, and life, ſo well agree? 


C 2 | The 


N. Diſappointed Huſband, 


Scolding wiſe, ſo long a ſleep poſleſs'd, 
Her ſpouſe preſum'd her ſoul was now at reſt ; 

Sable was call'd to hang the room with black, 
And all their cheer was ſugar, rolls, and ſack. 
Two mourning ſtaffs ſtood centry at the door, 
And filence reign'd, who ne'er was there before; 
The cloaks, and tears, and handkerchiefs, prepar'd, 
They march'd, in woeful pomp, to the church yard ; 
When, ſee, of narrow ſtreets, what miſchiefs come ! 
The very dead can't paſs in quiet home; 
By ſome rude jolt the coſſin lid was broke, 
And, Madam, from her dream of death, awoke ; 
Now all was ſpoild ! The Undertaker's pay, 
Sour faces, cakes, and wine, quite thrown away; 
But ſome years after when the former ſcene, 
Was acted, and the coffin nail'd again; 
The tender huſband took eſpecial care, 
To keep the paſſage from I BL clear ; 
Charging the Bearers, that they tread aright, 
Nor put his dear, in ſuch another fright. 
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Receipt to make an Epigram. 


Pleaſing ſubject, firſt with care provide, 
A Your matter muſt, with nature be ſupply'd ;_ 
Nervous your diction, be your meaſure long, 
Nor, fear your verſe be ſtiff, if ſenſe be ſtrong ; 
| In proper places, proper numbers ule, 
| . 
| And, now the quicker, now the ſlower chuſe, 
Too ſoon, the dactyl, the performance ends; 


But, the ſlow ſpondee, coming thoughts ſuſpends. 
| Your 
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Your laſt attention on the thing beſtow, 

To that your good or ill ſucceſs you'll owe; 

For there not wit alone muſt ſhine but humour 
flow ; 5 

Obſerving theſe your E igram's compleated ; 


Nor fear twill tire, altho nine times repeated. 
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273. Patriot Prayer. 


ARENT of all ! Omnipotent ! 
In heav'n and earth below ! 
Through all creations bounds, unſpent, 
.  Whoſe-ſtreams of goodneſs flow. 


Teach me to know from whence I roſe, 
And unto what defign'd ; | 
No private aims let me propoſe, 
Since link'd with human kind. 


But chief to hear my country's voice, 
May all my thoughts incline ; 
"Tis reaſon's law, *tis virtue's choice, 
 ?*Tis nature's call, and thine. 


Me, from fair freedom's ſacred cauſe, 
Let nothing &er divide; 
Grandeur, nor gold, nor vain applauſe, 
Fr Nor friendſhip falſe, miſguide. 


C 3 | Let 
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Let me not faction's partial hate, 
Purſue the Britain's woe, 
Nor graſp the thunder of the ſtate, 
To Wound a private toe. 


RXXKRKYKKKKKX KXXXEXKEIERRIOR 
EU FF. 
WII verſe in the Sacred Writings of the Old 

Teſtament contains the Alphabet of wwenty- 
four letters? 


A N (ys W E R. 


The ovenths chapter of che Book of — verſe 
the and, runs thus: | 


And I, even I, 8 ole King 4 make a 
« decree to Il. the treaſurers which Ay beyond the 
river, that, whatſoever Ezra the 114 the ſcribe 
« of the law of = God of heaven, ſh require of 
you, it be done ſpeedily.* | 
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Si a u 1s Tom: no one, can tle faſie;, 
etl his maid, and ſhe'll lie with her maſter. 


HE The 
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| ar ſchool, and from grammar, releas'd, as 


one day, 
Two youngſters at tops, were indulging, at play; 
With . and ſcourging, while one was em- 
5 O 5 MP : SS 
The other his caſtle-top, coolly enjoy d. 

Old Buſby their tutor, who, well knew the art, 
From ſubjects, moſt trifling, wiſe rules, to impart, 
Thus ſpoke, as he ey'd ' em, Good pupils, obſerve, 
And cloſe in your boſom, this leſſon, preſerve ; 
Young boys are like tops : think alittle, you'll find, 
Like tops, you are all, of the verſatile kind ; 

Bad Lads are like whipping-tops, from the beginning, 
Quite idle, unleſs Signior whip keeps em ſpinning ; 
E contra, good lads, are like caſtle-tops found, 
Who ſpin free, and willing, without laſh, or wound ; 
A laſh would, a caftle-top's ſpirit, aboliſh, 
Would trip up its heels, and its ſpinning demoliſh ; 
Good boys too, with whipping, would ſoon loſe their 
re, | FFF 
While idlers, like whipping-tops, laſhing require; 
Then wiſely the caſtle-top, take for your guide, 
Spin freely ſcourge never ſhall tickle your hide.” 
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hat ſhall this Man db. 
„„ M. 
ATURE and fortune, blythe and gay, 
To paſs an hour, or two; 
In frolick mood, agreed to play, 
At, What ſhall this man do? 
C 4 | Come, 
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Come, I'Il be judge, then fortune cries, 
And therefore muſt be blind; 

Then whipp'd a napkin round her eyes, 
And ty'd it faſt behind: 


This done, me flump'd, upon her own, 

And loll'd on . 16 's knees; 

So courtiers cringe but make the throne, 
A pillar for their eaſe : 


Nature had now prepar'd her liſt, 
Of names on ſcraps of leather; Z 
Which roll'd, ſhe gave them each a twiſt, 
And huſied them aca 


Thus mixt, which ever came to hand, 
She, very ſurely, drew ;. | 

Then, bade her fiſter give command, 
For what that man ſhall do: 


”T would almoſt burſt one's fides to hear, 
What ſtrange commands ſhe gave; 
That Cibber, ſhould the laurel wear, 
And Cope an army have; : 


At length, when Stanhope's name was come, 
Dame nature ſmil*d, and cry'd ; 

Now tell me ſiſter this man's doom, 

And what ſhall him betide ? 


That man, ſaid fortune, ſhall be one, 
Bleſs'd both by you and me; 

Nay, then quoth nature, let's have done, 
— I'm ſure; you ſee. 


Cheraders, 
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Cbaracters, Sentiments, and Moral Sayings, 


Chiefly Extracted out of the Works of Laurence Sterne. 


1 „ may not merit favour, as that is only 


the claim of man; but can never demerit 
charity, for that is the command of God. 


2. Political and natural connections are different 
ideas, I look upon all ties of affinity or conſanguinity 
merely to be of the firft kind. Love and Friendſhip 
form the only natural alliances. | 


3. There is no ſuch thing as an impartial repre : 
ſentation. A looking-glaſs, one might be apt to 
imagine, was an exception to this propoſition ; and 
yet we never ſee our own faces juſtly in one. It gives 
us nothing but the tranſlation of them. A mirror 
even reverſes our features, and preſents our left hand 
for our right.---This is an emblem of all perſonal 


reflections. 


4. Impatience is the principal cauſe of moſt of our 
irregularities and extravagancies. I would fometimes 
have paid a guinea to be at ſome particular ball or 
aſſembly, and ſomething has prevented me going 
there. After it was over, I would not give a ſhilling 

to have had been there. I would pay a crown at any 
time for a veniſon ordinary. But after having dined 
on beef or mutton, I would not give a penny to have 
had it veniſon.---Think frequently on this reſolution, 
ye giddy, and ye extravagant, 


Cy: 5 There 
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5. There is ſuch a torture, happily unknown to 
ancient tyranny, as talking a man to death. Marcus 
Aurelius adviſes to aſſent readily to great talkers, in 
hopes, I ſuppoſe, to put an end to the argument. 


6. Some perſons think it ſuffielent to be good chriſ. 
tians without being good men; ſo ſpend their lives 
in whoring, drinking, cheating, ---and praying, 


7. People, who are always taking care of their 
health, are like miſers, who are hoarding up a trea- 
ſure, which they never have ſpirit enough to enjoy. 


8. Titles of honour are like the impreſſions on 
coin; which add no value to gold and ſilver, but 
only render braſs current. | | 


9. A certain perſon expreſſed himſelf once very 
happily (in making an apology for his epicuriſm). by 
ſaying, ©* he had unfortunately contracted an ill habit 
of living well.“ | 


10. Attornies are to Lawyers, what Apothecaries 
are to Phyſicians; only that they do not deal in 
ſcruples. | 


11. I have ſuch, averſion to ill temper ; that I. 
could ſooner forgive my wife adultery, than croſs- 
neſs ; I cannot taſte Caſſio's kiſs on her lips; but I 
can ſee a lour on her brow. © | 


12. There are many, ways of inducing ſleep---the 
thinking of purling ſtreams, or waving woods --reck- 
oning of numbers droppings from a wet ſponge, 
fixed over a braſs pan, &c. But temperance and ex- 
erciſe anſwer much better than any of theſe ſucce- 
dancums. | . | 


13. Live to learn, and learn to live. 
| 14. It 


6 


14. It ſhocks me to think how much miſchief 
al moſt every man may do, who will but reſolve to do 
all he can. | 


15. An epicure deſires but one diſh, a glutton 
would have two. . | 


16. An atheiſt is more reclaimable than a papiſt; 
as 1gnorance is ſooner cured than ſuperſtition. 


Lb; Shakeſpear may be ſtiled the oracle of nature 
he ſpeaks ſcience without learning, and writes the 
language. of the preſent times. 


18. I agree with Eraſmus on the ſubject of the 
Trinity, --Satis eſt. credere, and therefore ſhall never 
perplex myſelf, either with philoſophizing or theo- 
logizing about the matter. 


19. Poſitiveneſs is a moſt abſurd foible. It you 
are in the right it leflons your triumph ; if in the 
wrong, it adds ſhame to the defeat. 


20. Deſire in youth is a paſſion, in age, a vice; 
while it ſollicits us, it is pardonable ; but when wc. 
pimp for it — O ſhametul ! 7 


21. Writings may be compared-to. wine, ſenſe is 
the ſtrength, but wit the flavour. 


22. A man's fortune ſhould be his rule for ſpar- 
ing, but not for ſpending. Extravagance may be. 
ſupported, but not juſtified, by afiluence. 


23. To have reſpe to ourſelves, guides our morals; 
and to have a deference for others, governs our man- 
ners. 2 


24. Of all knaves, your fools are the worſt, be- 
cauſe they rob you both of your time and temper. . 
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25. Drink never changes, but only ſhews our 
natures. | | 


26. All young animals are merry, and old ones, 
grave. An old woman is the only ancient animal 


that ever is friſky. | 


27. Lovers are apt to hear through their eyes, but 


the ſafeſt way is to ſee through their ears. — Who 
was it that ſaid, ſpeak that I may ſee you? 


28. The mind is naturally active, and will employ 
itſelf ill, if you do not employ it well. Magicians tell 
us, that when they raiſe the devil, they muſt find 


him work—and that he will as readily build a church 


as pull one down, 


29. If time like money, could be laid by, while 
one was not uſing it, there might be ſome excuſe for 
the idleneſs of half the world; but yet not a full one. 
For even this would be ſuch an economy as the liv- 
ing on a principal ſum, without making it purchaſe 


intereſt, 


30. There are three ways of dealing with time— 
lofing it, ſpending it, or putting it out to uſe. 


31. Mr. G's houſe is ſo kennelled with dogs, 


that one might fancy he lived in a forreſt, and had 


no other neighbours, but bears. _ 


32. I never drink cannot do it on equal terms 
with others. It coſts them only one day; but me 
three.—The firſt in ſinning, the ſecond in ſuffering, 

and the third in repenting. pg bt 


33. A lie is a deſperate cowardiſe :---it is to fear 
man, and brave God. OE. 


34. To 


1 61 ) 


34. To put ourſelves in other perſons places, would 
obviate a great deal of the jealouſies and reſentments 
we are too frequently ſenſible of towards them; and 
to put others into ours, would conſiderably abate the 
pride and haughtineſs of ourſelves. 


5. Free thinkers are generally thoſe who never 
think at all. e 


36. Sir Iſaac Newton uſed to ſay, that it was mere 
labour and patient thinking which had enabled him 
to inveſtigate the great laws of nature. Hear this, 
ye blockheads, and go ſtudy. 


37. There be ſix things in phyRic, ſtiled non-na- 
turals, and what do you think they are? even the 
moſt natural things in nature,—Diet, evacuation, air, 


exerciſe, ſleeping, and waking. _ 


38. A lady of my acquaintance told me one day 
in great joy, that ſhe had got a parcel of the moſt de- 
lightful novels to read, that ſhe had ever met with 
before. They call them Plutarch's Lives, ſaid ſhe. 
I happened, unfortunately to inform her Jadyſhip 
that they were deemed to be authentic hiſtories. Up- 

on which her countenance fell, and ſhe never read 
another line in them. 9 1 80 


39. The covetous man is poor ; but the contented 


man rich, faid Bias the philoſopher. 
40. A watch, or clock, goes faſter for being foul. 


41. Theano a female philoſopher, told Tinzonedes 
who had often revited h 

unkindneſs, ſhe always ſpoke well of him, —But had 
the luck ill to find that her panegyric had the ſame 
fate with his ſatire- -to be equally diſcredited.— 
Prior and others have ftolen Epigrams from this 
expreſſion. | Fou 
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"x You always ſpeak ill of me 

„ always ſpeak well of thee, 

* But ſpite of all our noiſe and »other,. 

ce The world believes nor one nor t'other. 


PRIOR. 


42. I knew a man who was governed by no one 
principle in the world but fear. — He had no man- 
ner of objection to going to Church, but lea the 
devil might take it ill. 


43. Is it not an amazing thing, that men ſhall at- 
tempt to inveſtigate the myitery of the redemption, 
when, at the ſame time it is propounded to us as an 
article of faith ſolely? we are told, that the very 
Angels have deſired to pry into it in vain, 


t 38 remarkable, that as l a woman we were 


all undone, ſo by a woman we were all retrieved 


again.— For as the virgin conceived without the co- 
operation of man, all the human nature that Chritt 
took upon himſelf, muſt have been derived intirely 
from the feminine gender. 


45. In the whole Hebrew Dictionary there is not 
one word to expreſs nature or philoſophy. 


46. Sir Iſaac Newton ſtanding by the ſide of a 


quarry ſaw a ſtone fall from the top of it, to the 


ground- , Why ſhould this ſtone, when looſened 
« from its bed, rather deſcend, than riſe, or fly 
« acroſs? either of theſe directions muſt have been 


 < equally indifferent to the ſtone itſelf ;? —— ſuch 


was his ſoliloquy; and this the firſt philoſophic re- 
flection he had ever made; this led him firſt into 


conſidering the nature of gravity, &c.—--— So that to 
a mere accident we owe all thoſe deep reſearches, and 
uſeful diſcoveries with which he has fince enriched 


the ſciences. 


47. Men 


(- 633 
47. Men affect parrots, that diſgrace human ſpeech 


---and are fond of monkies, that ridicule human 
action. : 


48. Great eaters have generally but dull intellects; 
the dromedary is ſaid to have four ſtomachs. 


49. I was acquainted once with a gallant ſoldier, 
who aſſured me that his only meaſure of courage was 
this :---upon the firſt fire, in an engagement, he im- 
mediately looks upon himſelf as a dead man. He 
then bravely fought out the' remainder of the day, 
perfectly regardleſs of all manner of danger, as be- 
eomes a dead man to be. S9 that all the life or 
limbs he carried back again to his tent, he reckoned 
as clear gains ; oras he himſelf expreſſed it, ſo much 
out of the fire. EM 


50. A man is ſhorter ſtanding than lying along. 
He is certainly near ſix lines, or about half an inch, 
longer in bed than when up. | 


1. It is ſurprizing that there ſhould be perſons on 
the face of the earth, who love themſelves ſo little, 
as to fret at every thing, to be conſtantly out of hu- 
mour, and ſet the whole world againſt them. 


2. The following 13 an inſcription taken from 
Saint Ann's, Alderſgate. _ | 


Qu an avs -- en e ul Str 
OS guis- ti 1 um nee vit. 
H San i mi t mo la 


A Tranſlation of . the Inſcriptiun. 


MAN, whom the ſerpents envious mind deftroy'd, 
By Chriſt again the bliſs of Heaven enjoy'd. 
| ANOTHER. 
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THAT deadly wound, which Hell to man had giv'n, 
Was heal'd, by Chriſt's dread ſacrifice, in Heav'n. 


53. Dr. Ruſſel ſays, that a woman may have milk, 


without being pregnant, or having had a child. 


FEC 


An E PIG R A M. 


USIC's a crotchet, the ſober thinks vain, 
The fiddle's a wooden projection; 
Tunes are but flirts of a whimſical brain, 
Which the bottle brings beſt to perfection: 


Muſicians are half-witted, merry, and mad, 

The ſame are all thoſe that admire %em ; | 

They're fools if they play, unlefs they re well paid, 
And the others are Blockheads to hire *em. 


SOO DOSS D 


Advice ta the Fair Sex. 


E belles and ye flirts, and ye proud little things, 
Who with malice and envy abound ; 
Pray tell me from whence your inconſtancy ſprings, 
My Nancy at once to confound ? 


Tho” her modeſt appearance you highly deſpiſe, 
You ſecretly envy her charms ; 


Whilſt you ſec her careſs d, by the young and the wiſe, 
And each of them bleſs'd in her arms, 
Let 
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Let my Nancy be fix d, as a pattern for you, 

; Her modeſty gives no offence ; 

The concealing indecencies, you place in view, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her ſenſe, 


RN EEE, 


On a Company Dancing. 


HIS dance foretells that couple's life, 
Who mean to dance as man and wife 
As here, they'll firſt with vigour ſet, 
Give hands, and turn, whene'er they meet ; 
But ſoon will quit their former track, 


Caſt of, and end in back to back. 
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T the. Wild. 


BSERVE a man tha? ev ”ry fans of life, 
Bleſt in eſtate, in children, and a wife; 
And ſomething you will ew'ry hour find, 

To ſpoil his pleaſures, and diſtract his mind. 
The greedy miſer makes his ſole employ, 

To heap up riches, others may enjoy; 

And is the pleaſure that from this he gains, 
Ev'n half enough to recompence his pains ! 

Be then content with that decree of fate, 
That's firſt thy lot, and firſt thy deſtin'd ſtate ; 
Be wiſe, and wholly on thy God rely, 

This world's vain pleaſures, and its pride defy ; 
Whilſt cankering, cares this mortal life ſurround, 
In heav'n alone true happineſs i is found, 


Caution 


* 


Cautiens ta Muth. 


The preſent hour enjoy, 
or, idly ſportive, waſte your prime, 
In pleaſures that will cloy. 


f 


B HINK, ye heedleſs youths, in time, 
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Let beauty's vain allurements ceaſe, 
Your flutt'ring hearts to ſhare ; 
Her lawleſs ſweets awhile may pleaſe, 

Baut end in grief and care, 


Nor let the jovial charms of wine, 
Your blinded ſouls entrance; 
Or to the revel routs incline, . 


Olk ſong and tipſy dance. | 


Let virtue's footſteps. guide your way, 
And where ſhe leads purſue ; 

Nor ever from her precepts ſtray, 
But keep them ſtill in view. 


Of her, poſſeſs'd, in her, you'll find, 
Delights of truer taſte; - 

Content of heart, with peace of mind, 

And joys that ever laſt, 


„ . f c f r cr $0200 


In a garden in Surrey, are two elegantly carved Pe- 
deſtals, on which are placed a Gentleman's and 


Lady's ſkull; each of which here addreſſes the 
male and female viſitants. N 


7% ADT SKULL. , 


1 
ry %. 


B LUSH not, ye fair, to own me but be wiſe, 


Nor turn from fad mortality your eyes 
Fame ſays (and fame alone call tell how .* x) 
I---once---was lovely, and belov'd, like you. N76 


| Where are my vot'ries, where my flatt'rers now? 

| Fled, with the ſubject of each lover's. vow. 

Adieu the roſes red, and lillies white, 

Adieu thoſe eyes, that made the darkneſs, light; 
No more, alas! tfioſe coral lips are ſeen, 
Nor longer breathes the fragrant gale between. 
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Turn from your mirrour and behold in me, 
At once what thouſands can't or dare not ſee ; 
Unvarniſh'd, T the. real truth impart, kr 
Nor here am plac'd but to direct the heart; 
Survey me well, ye fair ones, and believe, 
The grave may tetrify, but can't deceiv e. 
qe. f iin 25008 444 A JOG, IA 
On beauty's fragril ſtate, no more depend? 
Here youth and pleaſure, age and ſorrow, end- 
Here drops the maſk,, here ſhuts the final ſcene, 
Nor differs grave threeſcore, from gay fifteen ; 
All preſs alike to that ſame. goal-—the tomb, 
Where wrinkled Laura, hos ar. Chloe's bloom. 
When coxcombs flatter, and when, fools adore, 
Here learn the leſſon, to be vain no more; 
Vet virtue ſtill againft decay can arm, 
And even, lend mortality a charm. 


— PAE 4c no > Saber 2s * 
FED — tet * . IE EIT 
2 — HR —— — — Ee. ; 
_ * p Of FLAT alt” IE : — — —ů 
0 — — — _ — 3 Ds — — — —— ” _— a —— ah 4 
2 —— — — . — — . —— 7 : — — — — — * 
- — 22 ———— 2 — 2. — — — — — 
. we — — — — * bh _ SY — 2 * — — —— — — 
— A 1 S j = g — — — « . 5 * N 5 — . — 
N v5, r r . r — * _—_ ” * * - bs — — —— ra # 
4 8 2 * - d, TS 2 It - . = , 2 
1 3 x 8 2 . 4 | M4, : Ow , N : — 
— n 1 — * ng» : 4 * Nee. — pes ERS ROPES oY 9 DS = 2 — _ 
. 4 Ts r - 4 * * > , — 4 1 e . | - 1 EPS * — - > . — . 
% b * 2 3 2 , SEW . A gps 2 . 9 : 3. be . 2 8 75 : 
a q E 8. . . 2 0 
— = * #3 
* 
4 
l . 
7 . - 
% . 
. o \ - 


PS EIA: A ts oe 


* 
— — <A... 
— IR nn —— — 
, — — — 
n NIE 
* — n a 
s ba r Pu bY; — 


— wore 


( 6) 
WOYCOGOCOCOOODOOCOOO 


The GENTLEMAN's SKULL. 


HY ſtart? -The caſe is yours---or will be ſoon, 
Some years, perhaps before another moon ; 
Life, at its utmoſt length, is full a breath, - 
And thoſe, who longeſt dream, muſt wake in death. 


Like you, I onee thought ev*ry bliſs ſecure, 
And gold, of ev'ry ill, the certain cure 
Till ſteep'd in ſorrow and beſieg'd in pain, 
Too late I found all earthly riches vain ; 
Diſeaſe, with ſcorn, , threw. back the ſordid fee, 
And death, ſtill anſwer'd---what is gold to me?; 


Fame, titles, honours, next I yainly ſought, 
And fools, obſequious, nurs d the childiſh thought; 
Circled with brib'd applauſe, and purchas'd praiſe, 
J built on endleſs grandeur, endleſs days; —- | 
Till death awoke me from my dream of pride, 

And laid a prouder beggar by my fide. | 


Pleaſure I courted, and obey'd my taſte, 
The banquet ſmil'd, and ſmil'd the gay repaſt ; 
A loathſome carcaſe, was my conſtant care, 
And worlds were ranſack'd, but for me to ſhare ; 
Go on, 'vain man, to luxury be firm, 

Yet. know---I feaſted---but to feaſt a worm. 


Already, fure, leſs terrible I ſeem, 
And you, like me, ſhall own---that life's a dream. 
Farewell! remember! nor my words deſpiſe--- 


The only happy are---the early wiſe. 
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S on my Kitty's lovely face. 
With rapture faint, I gaz'd ; 
Admir'd each feature's charming grace, 
Delighted and amaz'd; 
A dart, a keen envenom'd dart, 
By wanton Cupid aim'd; 
Pierc'd thro' my tender yielding heart, 
; And all my ſoul inflam'd ; 
Conſcious of victory, ſhe ſmiPd, 
| Pleas'd with her lover's ſmart ; 
Whilſt T exclaim'd, a form ſo mild, 
Can't hide a cruel heart; | 
She bluſh'd, I ſnatch'd her hand, ſhe ſigh'd, 
I êclaſp'd the yielding fair; 
She gently ſtruggled, faintly cry'd, 
Ah! Jockey, can you dare 


FEE TT 


On DEGREES. 


V ſlow degrees, experience we attain, 
Abſtruſe affairs, we by degrees explain ; 

We by degrees, the ſteps of ſcience trace, 
And by degrees, to others, leave our place ; 
By ſlow degrees, the poliſh'd ſteel takes ruſt, 
And by degrees, we moulder into duſt; _ 
Then, why ſhould man be lofty, proud, or vain, 
Who's made of duſt, and turns to duſt again. 


Epitaph 
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Epitaph on Dr. Sterne, 


Author of Triftram Shandy ; born 24th Nowember 1713, 
died March 18th, 1768. 2 


By DAVID GARRICK, "Eſq; 
C HALL pride a heap of ſculptur'd marble raiſe, 


Some worthleſs unmourn'd titled fool to praiſe ; 
And ſhall we not by one poor grave-ſtone learn, 
Where genius, wit, and humour, ſleep with Sterne. 


- 


o Temporal O Mares ! 


INCE madneſs reigns, and Britain's ſons complain, 
Since wealth and pow'r intoxicate the brain, 
Ambition fires, frail mortals' chief diſgrace, 
To reſt a ſtranger, and a foe to peace; 
Since folly rules; ſince ſchemes abortive prove, 
Since faction calls her ſons, ſtill foes to love ; 
Since virtue's fled ; ſince honour's but a name; 
Since fools conſpire to blaſt an honeſt fame; 
Since vice and black corruption ſtand for law ; 
Since men from theſe do their opinions draw 
Since courtiers flatter, authors write for pay ; _ 
Since cow'rds aſpire their country to betray; 
Since men, the gifts of providence deſpiſe, 
Since proſtitutes, in pomp are ſeen to riſe ; | 
While ſenſe, a foundling, blaſted in her prime, 
Lies unregarded in the womb of time; EL 
Since our grandees adopt their fatkers crimes; 
Since manners alter principles with times; 1 
l 5 ince 
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Since all conſpire their country to diſtreſs; 
Faction encour ag d foe to happineſs ; 

Since men in office, grow imperious, proud 
Since Britain for redreſs, ſtill calls aloud ; 


To eaſe. the nation, with one voice agree, 
Tax fools and knaves, of debt *twill ſet us free. 


Search after Friendſhip. 


HE Gods were met on certain day, 
Whether in April or in May, 
To queſtion would be folly; 
All that I know, theſe pow'rs divine, 
Drank nectar, for the Gods hate wine, 
And taith were very jolly. 


Jove ie at top with kindly pride, 

The ſage Minerva grac'd his ſide, | 
Whig'd Hermes gave the toaſt : 

Apollo ſang ſome merry tunes, 

Plump Bacchus play'd upon the ſpoons, 
And Vulcan ſtood the roaſt, 


The cloth remov'd ; *twas Jove's command, 
Hermes ſhould viſit all the land, | 
To. find a real friend. 
TY inſpecting Gad had orders giv'n, 
To fix a ſeat for him in heav'n: 
The ſearch was to no end, 


He 
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He ſought the parſon there, no doubt, 
Thinking to find the maiden out, 

In virtue's ancient ſchool ; 
But he with yawn, and outſtretch'd arm, 
Poor man! meant neither good nor harm, 


A b and a fool. 


As by the camp he chanc'd to ſtray, 
He met a ſoldier in his way; 
In him ſucceſs was ſure: 
But gueſs how great was Hermes“ fright ; 
The chief could hardly read or write, 
Was ſilly, dull, and poor. 


Then at his Grace's door he knock'd, 

But that, alas ! was double lock'd ; 
Friendſhip was never there : 

He try*d from houſe to houſe around, | 

That heav'n born maid, from Britain's ground, 
Was flown, I knew not where. 


With humble heart and ſuppliant knee, 
We therefore bend, great Jove, to thee, 
| For thou canſt form us right; 

Grant it may be thy ſacred will, 
Whom once we've lov'd, to love on ſtill, 


Though hell and earth unite. 


ons 
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Then ſhall this globe be blythe and gay, 

The fearful lamb with wolves ſhall ſtray, 
A happy, harmleſs world ; | 

Till at thy nod, thou King of Kings, 

This maſs of unſubſtantial things, 

00 into Chaos hul'd. 


The 


Ourſelves ingeniouſly torment ; 
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' The Gambler Corrected. 


Gambler full of diſcontent, 
His humours thus began to vent; 
„% Wretched man of woman born, : 
6 Plncks no roſe without a thorn ; 


All the joys he ſnatches here, 


“ Carry poiſon in their rear; 

“ Pleaſure never comes alone, 

Pain attends, we figh, we groan.” 

A friend who heard each fretful word, 
Struck with complainings ſo abſurd, 

And with his folly much affected, 
The Gambler ſmartly thus corrected: : 
Peace, thou gloomy grumbler, know 
“That nothing's perfect here below; 

46 Yet half the woes which life invade, 

% Are by our own miſconduct made; 

«© Bleſs'd with the roſy bloom of health, 

« By fortune crown'd with ftores of wealth; 
&© What cauſe has thou, in ſtrains like theſe, 
« To cenſure heav'n's all-wiſe decrecs ? 


„ The bleſſings in thy pow'r enjoy, 


«« Nor ſeek their value to deftroy.;z 

cc. Tis impious in a clouded ſtate, _ 
« To murmur at the ſtrokes of fate; 
« But when we baſk in ſunny days, 


% The heart ſhall bound with grateful praiſe ; 


e No longer then, vain man, repine, 


« Life's greateſt bleſlings, all are thine ; 
«« Enjoy them with a grateful mind, 


„And be to providence refign'd.” 
Too often in a grumbling vein, 


In life, we of our lot complain; 


And in the ſearch of diſcontent, 


Unhappy 
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Unhappy truly ſo are they, 

Who fancy's wildeſt flights obey, 24 
Who fear-ſtruck, frightful phantoms make, 
And at ideal ſcarecrows haxke. ; 


Without a chearful diſpoſition, 
We reliſh life in no condition ; 
And with it, we can hardly miſs 
(Whatever be our lot) of bliſs ; - - 
In every rank, and various ſtation, 
The evils of our own formation 
Are numberleſs, and far exceed, 
Thoſe by omnipotence decreed ; 

Some are by real misfortunes preſs' d, 

By accidental pains diſtreſs'd.;; 
Far more, the griefs they feel create, 
And ſink beneath a fancied weight; 
Where one receives ſubſtantial blows, 
A thouſand ſmart with ſhadowy woes. 
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A Recipe for a Modern Critic. 


WO drachms of ſtale ſenſe, and a ſcruple of wit, 
A lump of old learning, of taſte a {mall bit ; 
A line or two out of the ſtagyrite's rules, 
And a ſatchel of nonſenſe glean'd up from the ſchools ; 
Of Lethe's thick ſtream, a full 1 well ſhook ; 
Of ſarcaſms two hundred from an old book ; 
Of candor a grain, and of ſcandal a ton ; 
Of knowledge two. ounces, of merit not one; 
An handful of rue, and of onions a load ; 
The brains of a calf, and the breaſt of a toad; 
The eye of a mole, and the nail of a cat; | 
The tooth of a mouſe, and the wing of a bat; hy 
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purſe of old poverty, hunger's lank jaw; 
gander's long wind- pipe, the monkey” s crimp 
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Critical, Monthly, or any Review. 
ects CRE choke hoche ochre 


The Eaſy Couple : or, Wedlack in Faſhion. 


HO ſays my Lord and Lady difagree ? 

A pair more like in all things cannot be; 
Lord will often curſe the marriage chain, 
Lady wiſhes it unloos'd again. 

er with bloods, my Lord 1s ne'er at home; 

er engag d, my Lady likes his room; 

ſwears his boy is not his real ſon; 

Lady thinks it is not all his own. _ 

|l have a ſep'rate bed; - -tis her deſire. 

ects warm'd,---bed made,--the ſmiling pair retire ; 
e cauſe tho hidden, yet the ſame their want; 
ſends for Miſs, — and ſhe, for her gallant. 
union then makes bleſt the marriage life, 

e fame the huſband, and the ſame the wife; 
in two breaſts, one mind gives joy ſincere, 

hat two more happy than this happy pair ? 


ere ARRAN ARR Hen TEES Et 


Addreſs to the ne Contributers to the 
GENERAL INFIRMARY at LEEDS. 


F laurel winds ſucceſsful tyrants claim, 
And realms they deſolate ſtill yield them fame; 
diſtant times in pompous ſtatues ſee, 


Y ho ſlew the guiltleſs, and enſlav'd the free; 
| Th. | From 


e this doſe, my good author, you quickly will do, 
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From earth to bent n, what kloriez muſt attend, 
The Poor's protector, and the ſick-man's friend; 
To ſhelt'ring roofs, who welcomes the diftreſos, 
Where the moſt wretched are the moſt careſs'd ! 
When gaping wounds and broken bones demand, 
The ſaving touches of the lenient hand; 
With fatal heat, when raging fevers glow, 

Or pale conſumption aims a ſilent blow; 
Here ſinking nature, healing arts ſuſtain, 
Repel diſeaſes, and relieve from pain. | 

F or this the ſage, deep-ſkill'd in nature's laws, 
Each ſymptom traces backward to its cauſe; 
Preſcribes the med*cine, and in med'cines aid, 
Bids hope's bright ſunſhine dark deſpair pervade; 
While unambitious by his maſter taught, 

To heav'n the prieſt directs the prayer unbought ; 
And careful matrons, in their ſeaſons, ſpread 
An healthful table, and a decent bed. 

O ! juſtly honeur'd with the chriſtian name 
Still let your charity your worth proclaim ! 
Still to the ſick, our Saviour's words addreſs, 

Go and be heal'd--and heav'n that heals you, bleſs, 


W XXX XXX XN NN 
The Court- Dance; 3 or Perpet nal Change. 


OU firſt lead up, then turn about, 
: Join hands as tho they'd part no more 
Strike off again, turn in, turn out, 

Then ſtand juſt as you was before. 
Whilſt thus they dance, you may be certain, 
The muſic plays behind the curtain. 


( 77 ) 
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end; 


ol 7 W I L Lin Attempred in Perſe. 


d! 
and, 


N th' name of God, the King of Kings, 
Whoſe glory fills the mighry ſpace ; 
Creator of all worldly things, 
And giver, both of time and ſpace. 


To him, I do reſign my bind, | 
And that immortal ſoul he gave me, 
Sincerely hoping, after death, 
The merits of his life will fave me. 


To CLI TOox's airy, holy SY 
I dedicate my lifeleſs clay ; 

Till the laſt trumpet's joyful ſound, 
Shall raiſe me to eternal day. 


No coſtly funeral prepare; | 
Twixt ſun and moon 1 only crave, 

A hearſe, and mourning coach. to bear, 
My wife and children to my grave. 


My goods and chattles, I deſire, 

bo May pay the honeſt debts I owe ; 
The reſt (if any) I require, 

"4 May to my wife and children 80. 


My bleſſings, unto Shank Igive, 
Let that ſuffice, inſtead of wealth; 
May grace attend them, while they live, 
And virtue long preſerve their health. 


D 3 My 


4 


My wife I do appoint the ſole 

Executrix of this my will; 

And ſet my hand unto the ſcroll, 
In hopes the ſame ſhe will fulfill. 
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The Praiſe of Temperance in High Lift, 
APPY the great, who, by experience, kno, 
What temperance is! what bleſſings from 
flow 1. | 
Thro' this the mind holds ſound, preſerves its rule 
'The pulſe beats even, and the head is cool ; 
The nerves are brac'd, the ſpirits in due plight, 
The ſtomach wants not heat, nor appetite; 
It both enjoys, without the coſtly fee, 
Or aid of Berkeley's* ſtudied remedy. 
A life of temperance augments their days, 
Affords them ſatisfaction, gains them praiſe; 
5 While in themſelves they're bleſs'd, in life are wiſe, 
Where'er they go they meet applauder's eyes; 
A good old age they happily enjoy, 
A good old age they worthily employ ; 
They make their pious worth, and gladneſs known, 
Neither inactive, dull, or uſeleſs grown; 
Thus Waller's florid eve of life was ſpent, 
Much to God's honour, and his own content. 
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The Epitaph of FOHN BUTLER, Pariſh-Clerk 


„ Cornhill 22 years, who died in 1768. 


FT have I view the gloomy place, 


Which claims the relicks of the human race ; 
And read on the inſculptur'd ſtone, 


« Here lies the body of 
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« Difſolves to native duſt, 


Change of Times,—— By Pope. 


* * 3 „ 


WOOL 


But now my own, 
t, and as you ſee, 
& Another here, has done the ſame for me.“ 


N * 
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IME was, a ſober Engliſhman would knock 


His ſervants. up, and riſe by five o'clock ; 


Inftru& his family in every rule, 


And .ſend.his wife to church, his fon to ſchool ; 
To worſhip like his fathers was his care, 

And teach their frugal virtues to his heir; 

To prove that luxury could never hold, 

And place on good ſecurity his gold ; 

Now times are chang'd, and one poetic itch, 
Has ſeiz'd the court and city, poor, and rich; 


Sons, ſires, and grand-ſires, all will wear the bays, 
Our wives read Milton, and our daughters plays; 


To theatres, and to rehearſals, throng, 


And all our grace at table, 


is a ſong. 
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An Huwocation to Omnipotence. 
Power Supreme ! O high above all height ! 
| Thou gav'ſt the ſun to ſhine, and thou art light, 

Whether he falls, or riſes in the ſkies, 
He, by thy voice is taught to fall, or riſe ; 
Swiftly he moves, refulgent in his ſphere, 
And meaſures out the day, the month, the year ; 
He wakes the flowers that ſteep within the earth, 
And calls the fragrant infants out to birth; 
The fragrant infants paint th* enamell'd vales, 
And native incenſe lead the balmy gates; 
The balmy gales the fragrancy convey, 
To heav'n, and to their God an offering pay. 
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A Paralltvical Wedding. 


Wedding there was, and a dance there muſt be; 
And who ſhou'd dance firſt, thus all did agree: 
Old grandſire and grandam, ſhou'd lead the dance 
1 down, | | | 
Two fathers, two mothers, ſhou'd ſtep the ſame. 
ground ; | 255 4 
Two daughters ſtood up, and danc'd with their ſires, 
(The room was ſo warm they wanted no fires,) 9 
And alſo two ſons, who danc'd with their mothers, 
Three ſiſters were there, and danc'd with three 
brothers; 
Two uncles vouchſafed with nieces to dance, 
With nephews to gig it, it pleaſed two aunts; 
Three huſhands wou'd dance with none but their 
wives, ; 


(As bent fo to do, all the days of their lives.) 


The 


2 


A company choice their number to fix, 


ZEneas a ſon; had Paris for heir; 
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T he grandaughter choſe the jolly grandſon, 
And bride, ſhe wou'd dance with bridegroom, ornone; 


I told them all o'er, and found them but fix ; 
All honeſt and true, from inceſt quite free; 
'T: heir marriages. good, - pray how cou'd that be? 


cee ccc 
An Anſiber to the above. 


$ LD Priam the King, with Hecuba wed ; 
Creuſa was glad Zneas to bed; 

And Helena fair, made Paris her hea. | 

Old Priam was grandfire, and Hecuba rannam, 

(Eneas's ſiſter, and Paris his dam, 4 

By huſband ſuppos'd, and not by Priam.) 

Creuſa and Helen, direct in a line, 

Were offsprings that came from King Priam's bin, 3 

A father was Priam, Zneas another, 

Creufa was called, and Hecuba mother. . 

A daughter is Cruſe, and Helena fair; 
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Two ſiſters * Cruſe ; Æneas two brothers; 
Although they were. born of different mothers ; $; 

The brother of Hele was uncle to Cruſe ; 

So Hele's call'd Priam, and yet no abuſe !. 

Old Hec. is an aunt to huſband of niece ; 

Creuſa is aunt to nephew Paris; 

The grandaughter Hele made Paris grandſon ; 

The one was a bride, the other bridegroom ; 

The men were three huſbands, the women three wives, 
How to part” em, the Proctors can't think for their lives. 


Suppoſe old Priam married. Hecuba ; . Creuſa mar- 
ried Eneas, brother of Hecuba ; Helena married 
Paris, ſon of Hecuba, ſuppoſed by a former huſband, 


once wife to Menelaus. 
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The Cripple of Betheſila; or, The Honeft Country 
Curate's Complaint. 


T fam'd Betheſda's pool near Salem's gate, 
Whilſt Salem flouriſh'd in her legal ſtate, 

Still crouds of cripples in arrangement lay, 
Impatient, . waiting the reſtoring day; 
Where, at ſet times, as we recorded find, 
An angel, in compaſſion to mankind ;- 
By tinge divine, ſuch efficacy gave, 
Who firſt immerg'd, was reſcu'd from the grave; 
And quite forgetful of his former pain, | 
View'd his leſs happy brothers with diſdain : 
Yet, ſtill but one, at one commotion cur'd, 
The reſt their pains another year endur'd ; 
Whilſt he who no kind aid at hand had got, 
In fight of nee might on the margin rot. 


A 3 here for years neglected lay, 
Still hoping every turn, to get away; 
But friends in town, ftill otherwiſe employ'd, 


Forgot his pains, as they their health enjoy'd ; 
Not ſo they promis d, when they fix d him there, 


But words are wind, and vanith 1 into air. 


So when death's angel; with a cold embrace, 
Welcomes a rector to the throne of grace, 
The Lazar curates in their fortunes lame, 
Strive to immerge into preferment's flream ; 
Each has his friend to aid him on the way, 


They plunge, emerge, then caſt the crutch away; 


Forget their cot, ſmall beer, and ruſty gown, 

Get taſte for wine, and reſidence in town ; 

Grow dull and ruddy, inſolent, and bluff, 

And think their W brethren have enough. 
Whilſt 


—— era. 
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Whilſt cripple I, of intereſt bereft, $4 
Still on the cold clay margin here am left ; 


No friendly hand its timely aid ſupplies, 
And ſtill I totter when I ſtrive to riſe ; 


Yet eight long years have I this ſtation kept, I 

Of all the joys of ſocial life berett ; 4 
Baniſh'd from town, from friends, from all that's of 
dear, . f | 15 

To ſtarve genteel on forty pounds a year, {a 
Scarce felon's diet, eaten bread, and beer ; | 1 
Four helpleſs babes, three ſervants, and a wife, $i 
To furniſh with the requiſites of life; uy 
A cottage built in patriarchal tafte, T1 
Where artiſts' tools have made but little waſte ;. | Ns; 
A farm ſo barren, that my yearly hope, 18 
Will ſcarce ſapport fix chickens in a coop; —_— 
A we gina upſtart, ſnearing on my farm, 174 
Who'd pledge his ſoul, to do a gownſman. harm; fy 
Whoſe conſcience checks not, when he can defraud, LH 
His King, his country, neighbour, or his God ; 1 
To cloſe the ſcene, the wretch who here doth fit, 1 

Muſt to each inſult, unredreſs'd ſubmit, 14 | 

Of fam'd Aſtrea, here no trace is found, 17 
Her feet ſo tender, and ſo rough the ground. 11 
| | VI 
Say, O ye pow'rs ! for what atrocious crime, 1s 


Too black to mention, or - pollute a rhime; | vt 
Am I condemn'd to dwell in oozy fens, { 


Midſt dreary mountains, and more hideous glens ; 74 
Where nought but murder, and rebellion lurk, | 14 
Waiting the ſignal, to begin the work; 5 1 F 
Which blind-led zealots fix their hearts upon, 7 
To match the crimſon ſcenes of forty-one. 3.1 
| 14 
O thou ! to whom IJ humbly here ſubmit, 5 | 
Myſelf,, my cauſe, and my diſtreſſes great; LY 
Thou! who in time could to the cripple ſend, 7 


Ry all deſerted, ſo divine a friend) 


Who 
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Who by a word could former health reſtore, 
And break thoſe chains, which fetter'd him before; 
Thou! who the heart of man doth model till, 
And make ſubſervient to thy heav'nly will!; 
With pity touch thy lov'd Apoſtle's breaſt, 
To eaſe my wants, or take me to thy reſt. 


Small's my requeſt, as little I deſerve, 
"Tis only, that I ſhould not preach, and ſtarve; 
Since ſacred writings, theſe directions give, 


Who at the altar ſerve, ſhould by it live.” 
XIOOOCCOCOUIOCLLOCCOOOCOR 
The Effect of erroneous Pointing : or, Truth. | 


in a Val. 
3 peacock with a fiery tail; 
I faw- a blazing comet rain down hail ; 
J ſaw the clouds begirt with ivy around; 


I ſaw a ſturdy oak creep on the ground; 


I ſaw a piſmire ſwallow up a whale; 

I ſaw the briny ſea brim full of ale; 

I ſaw a beaker glaſs fifteen yards deep; 

I faw a well full of men's tears that weep z: 

I ſaw men's eyes all on a flame of fire; | 
I ſaw a houſe as high as th' moon and higher; 
J ſaw the ſun, juſt at the midnight hour; 


T ſaw the man who ſaw thoſe things moſt ſure, 
AYS Johnny to Paddy, © I can't for my life, 
« Since they can't with the form, and the parſon ac- 


Conceive how a dumb pair, are made man 
% cord.“ 


E PI G R A NM. 
; „and wife, 
Says paddy, © you fool! they take each other's word.” 


Nr 


An Inſcription on a ſmall Country Seat. 


| ERE circumſcrib'd, within a narrow ſpot, 
11 (Calm and contented, with my humble lot;) 
Let each rude diſſonance, and tumult ceaſe, 
And none approach me, but the ſons of peace; 
Let plodding mortals, weave theircobweb ſchemes, 
Or doze away their hours, in golden dreams; 
Let ſmiling fortune, realize their ſtore, 
And to their mountain, add a mountain more ; 
Let them attempt to ſcale the bliſsful ſkies, 
And catch the phantom which before them flies; 
Foil'd in their giant wiſhes, they will, find, 
\ That happineſs is ſeated in the-mind- ;- - - + _. 
Will ſhun the dazzling glare; that ſtruck their ſight,, 
And crave at laſt, for permanent delight; 
Will ſcorn, the vifionary cloud, that ſpread, 
An unſubſtantial rainbow round their head ; 
And when their ſetting ſun has ceas'd to ſhine, 
| Will taſte a happineſs, as poor as mine; 

Go then, ye plodding fools ! purſue your chace,. 

Pant for a feather in a toilſome race. 

Be mine the joy ta ſoar on fancy's wing, 

And, like the lark in grateful notes to ſing ; 

To trace the beauties of the varied ſphere, 

And mark the changes of the circling year ; 

The twinkling gems of morning to behold, ; 
| And evening ſtreak'd with fleecy clouds of gold; 
| To tread the paths which wiſdom's ſons have trod, 
And riſe, by ſweet gradations, to my God, 
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The BITER BIT. 


2 prieſt had hoarded up, 

5 A ſecret maſs of gold ; | 

But where he might beſtow it ſafe,. 
By fancy was not told, 


At laſt, it came into his head, 
To lock it in a cheſt ; 

Within the chancel, and he wrote, 
'Tthereon, Hic Deus eſt. 


A merry grigg, whoſe greedy mind, 
Long wiſh'd for ſuch a prey; 

Reſpected not the ſacred words, 
That on the caſket lay. 


Took out the gold, and blotted out, 
The prieſt's inſcript thereon, 
Wrote, Re/urrexit, non eft hic, 
« Your God is roſe and gone.” 


.. check chirketeot checks: 


The Terror of a Chambermaid. 


N William's battles, Capt. Gregg, . 
Had loſt an arm, and eke a leg; 
But art new limb'd his maimed fide, + 
And mimic cork the loſs ſupply d; 
ZBeturn'd to Britain ſound and well, 


And once more lodges at the Bell. 
: «. What 


. 
What thou alive ſtil] ! honeſt Meg ! 


« Here then, good girl, lay by that leg z. 
So, now this arm, he gravely faid ; 


„And now, my dear, ſcrew off my head ;* 
5 Yaur head, ſays Meg, !—with all my heart 


« 1 fear'd, you'd loſt a better part. 


. 


R OBI NS SperacrEs. 
OBIN, who, to the plow was bred, 


And never learn'd. to write or read, 
Seeing the good old people uſe, © 

To read with glaſſes, croſs their noſe: 
Which conſtantly, they wore about 'em, 


And ſaid, they could not do without em; 


Happen'd one day, to come to town, 

And, as he ſaunter'd up, and down, 

He chanc'd to ſpy where ſuch like things, 

Hung dangling, in a row of ftrings ;-- 

It took him in the head to ſtop, 

And aſk the maſter of the ſhop, 

If he could furniſh folk, that need, 

With glaſſes, that could make *em read? 

Or ſell a pair of what d'ye call it? 
Would fit the noſe, and would not gall it? 

'The man his drawer in one hand took, 

The other op'd the bible book, 

The drawer contain'd of glaſſes plenty, 

From ninety, down to leſs than twenty ; 
Some ſet in horn, and ſome in leather, 

But Robin could approve of neither; 

And when an hundred pair he'd try'd, 

And ſtill had thrown them all aſide, 

The man grew peeviſh, — both grew vext, 
And {wore he could not read the text. 


« Not. 
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% Not read * « Coulound: you for a fool; 


« P11 hang, if Cer you went to ſchool.” -— 
« Did you cer read without the help. 

4 Of ſpectacles PP “ Why, no, ye whelp 3 3: 
© Do people, who can walk without, 

*« Buy crutches for to ſtump about ” 
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On the. Death of Dr. Secker, late Archbiſhop of 
ann. 


HILE Secker , he ſhew'd how Seers- 
___ ſhould live; | 
While Secker taught, heay'n-open'd.to our eye; 
When Secker gave, we know, how. angels give ; 

When Secker yd, we knew, een Saints muſt die. 
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"IN E lizabeth, in her Progreſs through the Ring- 
dom, called at Coventry, and was: addreſſed L 
the Mayor, as olleus: 


W men of Coventry, are very glad to ſee, 


Vour ts Majefty---good Lord, how fair 
you be! 


To avbich ber Majeſty anſwered, as follows : 


My Royal Majeſty, is very glad to ſee, 


Ye men of Coventry---good Lord, what fools ye be! 1 
A Clergyman : 


E 
CCC 


A Clergyman received the following Letter from an 
unknown Friend, with a handſome pecuniary 
Preſent, and gave the following Anſwer in the 
public papers, as an Acknowledgment to the Donor, 


T 7. 6 


IJxrov are defired to accept the incloſed from 


AN & WK 


A Friend indeed !— how very rare, we find, 

A Friend, ſo truly good, ſo truly kind; 
Thus, in conformity to heav'n's command, 
My Friend gives not with oftentatious hand ; 
The worthy name refuſes to diſcloſe, _ X 
Nor knows the left hand, what the right beſtows ;- 
May bounteous heav'n, my grateful prayer regard; 
The deed, with ample recompence, reward; 
And, with all heart can wiſh, or tongue expreſs, 
The gen'rous friend, and pious chriſtian bleſs. 
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| The Obſervation of Biſhop Corbet. 


A travellers this heavy judgment hear! 

An handſome hoſteſs makes the reckoning dear; 
Each word, each look, your purſes muſt requite em, 
And, every welcome adds another item.. 


| 4 Bagat elle r 
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Bagatelle. 


ADAM Venus, attended by each pretty grace, 
With a ſuppliant knee, and a ſweet begging 
face, „„ 
Aſle'd of Bacchus this morning a favour ; | 
When his Godſhip, at once, rais'd her up with a kiſs, 
Then, tell me, ſays he, what the great favour is, 
For I cannot refuſe one, ſo clever. 


=” Why, the truth, fays her Goddeſsſhip, and the whole: 
truth, . | 
Is, in ſpite of my beauty, my ſhape, and my youth, 
| That I can't make a Proſelyte now.— 
Not a man do I find that is able to prove, 
Once a convert, from rambling to laudable love ; 
But, they all pay their homage to you. 


| Jolly Bacchus reply'd, and reply'd with a ſmile, 
| Prithee Venus obſerve, and believe me the while, 
I am innocent here, it is plain ; P12 
For I ne'er ſee a man, till you firſt wound his heart; 
Then he flies to the doctor to take out the dart; 
Which I do with a flaſk of Champaign. 


Oh!] a flaſk, ſays fair Venus, would never do harm; 

But they drink till e'er beauty no longer can charm, 
And I loſe ever after my pow'r, 

Prithee Venus, a truce, ſaid the roſy-cheek'd God, 

For whatever my frolics may be all abroad, | 


In this place they ſhall drink but an hour. 
Thus 


For in London Pl! puſh the briſk glaſs as before, 


Td never live, or quickly die. 


( 92 ) 
'Thus ſhall friendſhip and love to its channel return, A 


And with virtue alone both ſexes ſhall burn ; 
But remember I only mean here,--- 


And will rattle and prattle, and frolic and roar ; 


For pray, who is my Godſhip to fear? 


Venus now ran away, to each fair blooming maid ; 
Oh! Icame, I ſaw, and I conquer'd, ſhe faid ; 
His proud godſhip at once buckles too--- 
For the bottle, he ſwears, ſhall henceforward ſubmit 3 
To your beauty, yourſenſe, your good-nature and wit, 
And that men ſhall give women their due, ay 
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FX 7 HAT tranqui! road, unvex'd by ſtrife, 
Can mortals chuſe through human life? 
Attend the caurts, attend the bar--- | 
There diſcord reigns, and endleſs jar: 

At home, the weary wretches find, It 
Severe diſquietude of mind ; 

To till the fields, gives toil and pain; 

Eternal terrors ſweep the main.; 

If rich, we fear to loſe our ſtore, 

Need and diſtreſs await the poor-; 

Sad care, the bands of hymen give, 
Friendleſs, forlorn, th* unmarried live; 

Are children born ? we anx1ous groan, 
Childleſs, our lack of heirs we moan ; 

Wild, giddy ſchemes our youth engage, 
Weakneſs and want depreſs old age; 
Would fate then with my wiſh comply, 
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Thro' every road of human life; 
Fair wiſdom regulates the bar, | 
| And peace concludes the wordy war; 
At.home, auſpictous mortals find, 
Serene tranquility of mind; | 
All beauteous nature decks the plain, 
And merchants plow for*gold the main; 
|. Refpect ariſes from our tore, | 
Security from being poor; | 
More joys the bands of hymen give, 
Th unmarried with more freedom live; 
If parents, our bleſt lot we own, 
Childleſs, we have. no cauſe to moan z, 
Firm vigour crowns our youthful ſtage, 
And venerable hairs, old age, 

Since all is good, then who would cry, 
| « Pd never live, or quickly die?“ 

| 
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ll The MISER and MOUSE. 
it An EPIGRAM. 


'T 12 a mouſe ſays a miſer, © my dear little mouſe, 
Pray what may you pleaſe to want in my houſe?* 
Says the mouſe, Mr Miſer, pray keep yourſelf quiet, 
You are ſafe in your perſon, your purſe and your diet; 
A lodging I want, which you cen may afford, 
But none would come here, to beg, borrow, or board.“ 
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Internal Accompliſhments preferable to external i 
$5 | | 


Beauty. 


( e nature and good ſenſe, are ſure to pleaſe; 


Beauty tho' much admir'd, mult yield to theſe; | 
New charms while life remains, from theſe ariſe, 3 | 
While that, but ſome few years delights our eyes; 
Alas] too ſoon the fair one's diſarray d, AR 
The lillies wither, and the roſes fade; 1 
From the bright form, the tranſcient graces fly, | i 
And ſcarce the lightnings languiſh in her eye ; 18 
| "XI" vi. 
By age or ſickneſs brought, her bloom is paſt, 1 
And that too frail is beauty long to laſt ; tt 
Truſt not, Clarinda, then to pride or form, 118 
That fools, as well as men of ſenſe, can warm; 1 
But as you boaſt th* endowments of the mind, 1 
Which raiſe the brighteſt paſſions, ſtrongeſt bind; 
To ſhine with theſe, be your exalted aim, ö 4 
And know, ſuch charms inſpire no vulgar frame; 11 
That theſe alone; ſubſtantia) joys impart, | it 
At once attract, and fix the roving heart. br 
| | | ; "1; 
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An Inſcription on a Column, erected on a Piece of 


= andthe 
oO BLESS ns, LS 


Land often bought and fold. _ 1 

Whom thou ſee'ſt, begirt with tow'ring oaks, | 

\ Was once the property of John o' Nokes ; 0 5 

2 On him, proſperity no longer ſmiles, wu 
And now, I feed the flocks of John of Stiles; 9 

My former maſter call'd me by his name, 11 
My preſent owner, fondly does the ſame; 9 

5 While 


[ = 4 4, 


While I, alike unworthy of their cares, 

Quick paſs to captors, purchaſers, or heirs ; 
| Let no one, henceforth, take me as his own, 
For, Fortune! Fortune! I am thine alone. 
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De Hermit and the Devil. 


Rev'rend Hermit, full of years, 
As by the legend plain appears, 

Was muſing on his way; 

Who ſhould pop in his path ſo quick? 

But Signior Satan, y clept Old Nick, 

Dreſs'd like a Friar grey. 


A kind of outre character, 
Was this ſame maſter Lucifer, 
As authors all agree; | 
Could change with Proteus, ſhape at will, 
Now thought to prove the Father's ſkill, 
By putting queſtions three. | 


« What ſtrangeſt thing in all the round, 
„Of the Creator's works profound, 
Takes up the ſmalleſt ſpace ?” 
The hoary ſage, as ſudden ſaid, 
4 Of all we know that God has made, 
« 'Tis ſure the human face. 


“ When earth reſembled heav'n, where, 

« 'The place and time now ftraight declare, 
“Since nature firſt had birth?“ 

The holy man reply'd, “ the morn, 

„When Beth'lems radiant ſtar was born, 


« ur Saviour, God on earth.“ 
: The 


1 


The fiend ad laſtly, “ Father tell 
The diſtance true, from heav'n to hell, 
& And Iwill inſtant hence.“ 
The hermit cry'd, “ you beſt ſhould know, 
Can you forget the overthrow, ; 
« When you was ſpurn'd from thence ?”? 


Theſe anſwers ſtruck the Devil dumb, 
- Who ſcratch'd his head, and bit his thumb, 
Nor word could farther ſay ; 
But took French leave, with a preſume, 
For better company his room, 
Reſign'd, and flew away. 
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The bim Sweepers, 


Chimney Sweeper and his fair, 
The ſooty partner of his care, 


(For fair's a term, we common find 

For black, and brown, and every kind.} 
Indulging in their homely cheer 

Of bread and cheeſe, and good ſtrong beer, 
With mutual wiſh, and anxious joy, 

Gaz'd on their only hope, a boy. 

When the fond dame, whom fancy led, 

To faſhion caſtles in her head, 

Buſs'd with a ſmack, her nown good man, 
Then took a draught, and thus began: 
Sure Tommy's vaſtly grown, my dear, 

% Come-hither, child -I ſay—come here 
« Hold up thy head :---Ah ! he's not made, 
& For {uch a black laborious trade; 
« He has not ſtrength to buſtle through, 
« Nor writhe his body like a ſcrew ; 
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% Lard! He has genius far above, 

% What you and I have been, my love; 

« Some gentler trade were not amiſs 
Go, child---go---give Papa a kiſs.” 

Then looking kind, at one another, 

Grim firſt kiſs'd child, and after mother. 

« Why Dame, (quoth he) why all this fuſs 
«© This boy, our Tom, is all to us; 4 
«© And han't I toil'd from year to year, 

% For his fake, and for thine, my dear? 

4 And ſhall not Tom, then make a figure, 
« As big as father does ? aye, bigger : 
« For, zounds! it never ſhall be faid, 

© That Grim's nown boy, was baſely bred ; 
% While neighbour Scrape put out his fool, 
% To learn his book at pariſh ſchool. - 
Come hither—Lad—look up—be bold; 
« Aye, there it is, my heart of gold ; 

“ Thou ſhalt compleat thy father? s joy, 

« And be a Bricklayer, my boy.“ 

Thus every parent ſtill purſues, 
Ambition in his children's views; 

Would have his heir be ſomething more, 

Than what his father was before; 
The Bailiff makes his ſon a Proctor; 
Th' Apothecary, his, a Doctor 
And huſband ever joins with wife, 

T ig Tom mall 5 himſelf in life. 
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Te ' PLAY-HOUSE, A Satire. 


TEAR to the roſe, where raub in numbers lock, 
To pick up cullies to encreaſe their ſtock ; 
A lofty fabric does the ſight evade, | 
And ſtretches round the place a * made; 4 
Where 75 


(97.1 
Where ſudden ſhouts the neighbourhood ſurprize, 
Where thund'ring claps and dreadful hiſſes riſe ; 
Here Garrick hires his monarchs by the day, 
And keeps his mercenary kings in play; 
With deep mouth'd actors fills the vacant ſcenes; 
And drains the town for goddeſſes and queens ; 


Here the lewd punk with crowns and ſcepters grac'd, 


Teaches her eye a more majeſtic caſt; _ | 
And hungry monarchs with a numerous train, 


Of ſuppliant ſlaves, like Sancho, ſtarve and reign. 


But enter in my muſe, the ſtage ſurvey, 

And all its pomp and pageantry diſplay ; 
Trap-doors and pit-falls from unfaithful ground, 
And magic walls encompaſs it around; 

On either fide maim'd temples fill our eyes, 
And intermix'd with brothel houſes riſe ; 
Disjointed palaces in order ftand, - 

And groves obedient to the mover's hand, 
O'erſhade the ſtage, and flouriſh at command. 

A ſtamp makes broken towns and trees entire; 
So when Amphitrion ſtruck the vocal lyre, 
He ſaw the ſpacious circuit all around, 

With crowding woods and neighbo'ring cities crown'd, 


But next the tiring room ſurvey and ſee, 
Falſe titles and promiſcuous quality ; 
Confuſedly ſwarm from heroes and from queens, 
To thoſe that ſwing in clouds, and fill machines; 
Their various characters they chuſe with art, 
The frowning bully fits the tyrants part; | 
Swoln cheeks and ſwaggering belly make an hoſt, 
Pale meagre looks and hollow voice, a ghoſt ; 
From careful vows, and heavy down caſt eyes, 
Dull cits, and thick-ſkulPd aldermen ariſe ; 
The comic tone, by Foote or Farquhar, draws, 
Atev'ry word, loud laughter and applauſe ; 
The mimic dame continues as before, 
Her character's unchang' d, and acts a whore. 
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Above the reſt the prince with mighty ſtalks, 


Magnificent in purple buſkins walks ; FF) 
The royal robe his haughty. ſhoulders grace, A 
Profuſe of ſpangles and of copper lace; B 
Officious raſcals to his mighty thigh, | A 
Guiltleſs of blood, th* unpointed weapon tyez A 
Then the gay glittering diadem put on, 1 
Pond'rous with braſs, and ſtarr'd with briſtol ſtone, A 
His royal conſort next conſults her glaſs, 80 
And out of twenty boxes culls a face; | A 


The whit'ning firſt her ghaſtly looks beſmears, 
All pale and wan, th' unfiniſhed form appears; 
Till on her cheeks the bluſhing purple glows, A 
And a falſe virgin modeſty beſtows ; * 
Her ruddy lips the deep vermillion dyes, | A 
Length to her brows, the pencil's touch ſupplies, A 
And with black bending arches ſhades her eyes ; A 
Well pleas'd at length the picture ſhe uphalds, T 
= 
O 
M 
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And ſpots it o'er, with artificial moulds ; 
Her countenance compleat ; the beaux ſhe warms, 
With looks not her's, and ſpite of nature charms. 


Thus artfully their perſons they diſguiſe, 

Till the laſt flouriſh bids the curtain riſe ; 
The Prince then enters on the ſtage in fate, 
Behind, a guard of candle-ſnuffers wait, | 
There, ſwoln with empire terrible and fierce, 
He ſhakes the dome, and tears his lungs in verſe; 
Eis ſubjects tremble, the ſubmiſhve pit, 
Wrapt up in filence, and attention, fit; 
Till freed at length, he lays aſide the weight, 
Of public buſineſs, and affairs of ſtate ; 
Forgets his pomp, dead to ambitious fires, - 
And to ſome peaceful brandy-ſhop retires ; 
Where in full gills, his anxious thoughts he drowns, 
And quaffs away the care that waits on crowns ; 
The Princeſs next her painted charms diſplays 
Where ev'ry look the pencil's art betrays ; 
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The callow *ſquire, at diſtance feeds his eyes, 
And ſilently for paint and patches dies; 

But if the youth behind the ſcenes retreat, 

And ſees the blended colours melt with heat, 
And all the trick*ling beauty run in ſweat, 
The borrow'd viſage he admires no more, 
And nauſeates ev'ry charm he lov'd before; 

So the ſame ſpear for double force renown'd, 
Apply'd the remedy that gave the wound. 


In tedious lifts, *twere endleſs to engage, 
And draw at length, the rabble of the ſtage ; 
Where one for twenty years have giv'n alarms, 
And call'd contending monarchs to their arms, 
Another fills a more important poſt, | 
And riſes ev'ry other night a ghoſt ; 

Thro' the cleft ſtage his meagre face he rears, 
Then ſtalks along, groans thrice and diſappears 
Others with ſhields and ſwords, the ſoldier's pride, 
More than a thouſand times have chang'd their fide, 
And in a thouſand fatal battles dy'd. N 


Thus ſeveral perſons, ſeyeral parts perform, - \_x 
Pale lovers whine, and bluſhing heroes ftorm ; | | 
The ſtern exaſperated tyrants rage, 
Till the kind bowl of poiſon clears the ſtage. ; 

Then hours vaniſh, and diſtinctions ceaſe, 

Then with reluctance haughty queens undreſs ; 
Heroes no more their fading honour boaſt, 

And mighty Kings in private men are loſt ; 

He, whom ſuch titles ſwell'd, ſuch pow'r made proud, 
To whom whole realms, and vanquiſn'd nations bow'd, 
Throws off the gaudy plume, the purple train, | 
And is, in ſtatu quo, himſelf again. 
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The Lawyer's Prayer, | 
RDAIN'D to tread the thorny ground, 
Where few, I fear, are faithful found; 
Mine, be the conſcience void of blame; 
The upright heart; the ſpotleſs name; 
The tribute of the widows prayer; 
The righted orphan's grateful tear ! 
'To virtue, and her friends, A Friend ; 
Still, may my voice the weak defend ! 
Ne'er may my proſtituted tongue 
Protect th' oppreſſor in his wrong; 
Nor wreſt the ſpirit of the laws, 
To ſanctify the villain's cauſe! 
Let others with unſparing hand, 
Scatter their poiſon thro? the land; 
Enflame diſſention, kindle ftrife ; 
And, ftrew with ills, the path of life; 
On ſuch, her gifts, let fortune ſhow'r ; 
Add wealth to wealth, and pow'r to pow'r ; 
On me, may favouring heav'n beſtow, 
= | That peace, which only good men know ; 
The joy of joys, by few poſſeſ#d; 
3 Th' eternal ſunſhine of the breaſt! * 
| Pow'r, fame, and riches, I reſign 

The praiſe of honeſty be mine 
That friends may weep, the worthy ſigh ; 
And poor men bleſs me when I die ! 


CCC ͤ Ä 
Occaſion d by the Words ONE PRIOR, “ 1 
| Burnet's Hiſtory. | 
NE PRIOR [and is this, this all the fame, 
The Poet from th' Hiſtorian can claim! 


No; Prior's verſe poſterity ſhall quote, 
When tis forgot One Burnet ever wrote. 
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The Progreſs „% Gallantry. 
EE! from the nurſery's gloomy fire, 


In ſcarlet veſt, the infant*Squire, 
With ſiſters and their play mates fair, 
Ventures to breathe the balmy air; 
By inſtinct led, he longs to rove, 
With ſome yaung Sylvia through the grove; ; 
Beneath the laurels darkſome ſhade, 
Eloping from th' attendant maid ; 
(For Molly is too penſive grown, 
Indulging wiſhes of her own,) 

The little pair cloſe—neſtling gets, 
Picks primroſes and yiolets ; 

Like Dido, and her Trojan ſpark, 
Fondly retire to grottos dark ; 

Or rolling on the fragrant graſs, 

Our pigmy hero, in his laſs, 

The contact ſweet and ſecrecy, 
Already charm they know not why ; 
He longs from ſympathiſing Miſs, 
He longs — but fears to ſteal a kiſs: 
Each feels the new- born latent fire, 
Though bluſhes ſtifle young deſire; 
Thus early love ſoft hints imparts, 
Thus flutters round e' en infant hearts, 


But ſee ! mature the ſtripling grows, 
His cheeks the bloom of youth diſcloſe ; 
The paſſions now their height attain, 
And reaſon pleads her cauſe in vain ; . 
Now in his eye each female face, 
Aſſumes incxplicable grace; 

Fair beauty's charms new joys impart, 
And thrilling rapture ſwells the heart ; 
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Now dreſs and ſplendid equipage, 

The pomp of life! his thoughts engage; 
Riddottos, routs, plays, brilliant courts, 
Where'er the well- dreſs'd nymph reſorts ; 
At Bath and ev'ry public place, 

With pomp and grandeur, ſhews his face ; 
To dance, to fence, with graceful pride, 
The ſnorting hunter to beſtride ; 

Each feat in youthful vigour warm, 

He learns the female heart to charm ; 
But fix'd at length on ſome chaſte fair, 
Sole object of his tender care ; 
To her, each look, each thought inclines , 
For her in ſolitude he pines; -- 

The echoing hills and vocal grove, 

Are witneſs to his plaintive love. h 
Each ſmooth rin'd beech may rue his flame, 
Condemn'd to bear his Delia's name ; 

The pink and roſe his breaſt adorn; | 
Sweet emblems of her beauties worn! 
Each ornament his taſte in dreſs, _ 
Whate'er his fondneſs may expreſs, 

To pleaſe his Delia is directed; 

And uſeful ſciences neglected, 

Tibullus, Petrach, Waller's eaſe, 

Thoſe gentler bards alone can pleaſe, 
That felt, and in ſoft numbers ſtrove, 
'To paint the Pleaſing pangs of love. 


And here the paths of love divide; 
And bleſt the mortals that decide 

(Not merely as dull ſophiſts preach) 

As reaſon, honour, juſtice teach; 

Taught to prefer domeſtic bliſs, 

To the falſe harlot's venal kiſs; 

For on a miſtreſs or a wife, 

Depends the good or bad of life; 

Let Hogarth's pencil, Hoadley's verſe, 


The fate of lawleſs love rehearſe ; 
e Pain d 
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Paint the remorſe, the ſcorpion ſtings, 

That unreſtrain'd indulgence brings; 

The rake, when ſhort-liv'd pleaſures fail, 

Condemn'd to Bedlam, or a jail. 

Wou'd you be happy then? be wiſe, 

The road through hymen's temple lies, 

In virtuous wedloek, joys abound, 

Which libertines have never found ; 

If ſhe for whom your boſom burns, | 4 

Your love with mutual warmth returns; £ is 

Your heart, if not mere beauty warms, * 

But ſenſe and virtue crown her charms; | 1 

Ah!] ſeize the prize and live content, = 

Yow'l ne'er of this wiſe choice repent. | 

2 ” 451 5 

* Yet hymen's ſelf, true ſource of joy, 
experienc'd know, in time may cloy ; 

If not by prudent care directed, 

If decent forms are once neglected ; 

Kind offices muſt now fupply, 

The place of youth and novelty ; 

Let gallantry. ſubſiſt through life, 

And, as a lover, court your wife; 

Let her in trifles have her will, 

Yet reign her gentle ſovereign ſtill ; 

Should fancy ſometimes-lead to roam, 

Confine her not too much at home; 

Her love, tho' center'd all in you, 

Her charms let all with freedom view; 

With public ſhews ſhe'Il glut her eyes, 

And ſoon the vain parade deſpiſe ; 

Forbidden pleaſures are more ſweet, 

But honey cloys, when freely eat. 
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Epitaph on Dr. Goldſmith. 


DIEU ſweet bard ! to each fine feeling true, 

Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few ; 
Thoſe form'd to charm een vicious minds, and theſe, 
With harmleſs mirth the ſocial ſoul to pleaſe ; 
Another's woe, thy heart could always melt, 
None gave more free, for none more deeply felt ; 3 
Sweet bard adieu! thy own harmonious lays, 
Have ſculptur'd out thy monument of praiſe; 
Ves there ſurvive to time's remoteſt 95 
While drops the buſt, and boaſtful 3 r ; 
Reader! if number'd in the muſes train, 
Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his ſtrain ; 
But if no poet then, reverſe the A 
Depart in b and imitate the man. 


anche chk 


On HUNTING. 


| Go as the morn unfolds the joyous FRO 
The vig'rous ſwains all rang'd in fair array; 

On neighing ſteads, briſk for the chace, prepare, 
From her known ſeat, to rouſe the timid hare ; 
Vain is her beſt precaution in the chace, 
The ſcenting hounds her circling mazes trace; 
She cries in anguiſh, while the op'ning pack, 
Cloſe at her heels, ſpring furious on her — ; 
The dogs diſpers d. the horn the hunſtman ſtrains, 
Shrill thro' the woods, re- echoing thro? the plains ; 
The dogs obey the blaſt, forſake the prey, 


Pleas'd with the triumph of the happy day. 2 
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No Ne A: AAR Ne 
On one. Mrs, JusTICE convicted for Shop- 
| lifting. 
FT: life with what ſurprizing turns we meet, 
Fen Juſtice is become an arrant cheat; 


Alas ! who honeſty herſelf would truſt, 
Or truth believe? when Juſtice is unjuſt. 
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ADVICE, or Aral Reflections. 
Ho God give glory, as he does command ; 


| Confider well, ere ought you take in hand : _ 


Let your companions all be worthy men ; 

And of your own perfections be not vain, 

Rather with others in opinion join, 

Than fondly think they ſhould conform to thine. 

All ſaid to you, with cloſe attention hear; 

Aim not to make too much of wit appear. 

In point of promiſe uſe not too much haſte, 

But firmly ſtick to't, when it once is paſt. 

Be courteous, affable, of gentle mind, 

And with no haughty airs, receive mankind. 

In converſation ever be ſincere, | 

And ftrive to ſuit it unto each man's ſphere. 

Tho' not familiar, be in carriage free, 

Let nothing without thought decided be. 

Carefully ſtrive to gain the love of all; 

Shun the litigious bar, and lawyer's brawl. 

Love without int'reſt, pardon without fear; 

Reſpect to nobles, without cringing bear. 

Into th' affairs of others do not pry, 

And to conceal your own, with caution try. 

Lend with good grace, yet with diſcernment too; 

Place your rewards but where you're ſure they're due. 
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Whatever figure in the world you bear, 

Know your own force, and don't exceed your ſphere, 
On the unfortunate compaſhon take, 

Bear with men's failings, don't your friend forſake. 
When griev'd your ſorrow ſtruggle to ſubdae ; 
And with too poignant raillery none purſue. 
Strive amongſt friends to make contention. ceaſe ; 
Where. diſcord reigns endeavour after peace. 
Reprove with mildneſs, without flatt'ry praiſe. ; 
Receive a jeft, no noiſy laughter raiſe. 

Judge of each perſon on his better ſide, 

And do not cenſure with too great a pride. 
Upbraid no perſon with a ſervice done, 

But keep that ſecret in your breaſt alone. 
Reſtrain your anger, check your boiling blood ; 
Of perſons abſent nothing ſay, but good ; 

Unleſs it be for this peculiar end, 

That no ſuch perſon ſhould betray your friend, 

Be not ungrateful ; to be ſober chuſe ; 

Play for diverſion, without paſſion loſe, 

To your poor debtor don't a tyrant be ; 

To him and all men ſhew humanity. 

Of nothing boaſt ; keep your own ſecret well; 

No tell-tale be, nor mind what others tell. 


S. „..- aS 


The Intefline Har: 


NE night I Rartled 3 in my bed, 
A noiſe, me thought, was o'er my head; 
Or elſe the watchman ſeem'd to roar ; 
Or elſe was thumping at the door ; 
Perhaps a rat might be the cauſe : 
Or puſs had got her game in paws ; 
= I fancy'd. 
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T fancy'd all the dreads of night, 

As folks are us'd to do in fright; 

At length, by being broad awake, 

I quickly found out my miſtake ; 

And that, as now. am to tell ye, 

The rumbling was within my belly; 

J ftraightway call'd for man of art, 
Who told me. he would do his part ; 
And ſend Cathartick to my aid, 

This bold intruder to invade. 

Down went the hero to his foe, 

And found him well entrench'd below ; 
How now, quoth he, what's doing here? 
Whoſe this that's got into my ſphere ? 
Within this province all I find, 

Flee out before, or elſe behind; 

And tho? ſecure thou think'ſ thyſelf, 
Pl drive thee out, thou filthy elf; 

A mighty ſtruggle ſtrait there roſe, . 

Hot the diſpute, and fierce the blows ; 
Yet what will be moſt wond'rous thought, 


Chiefly by pinch, and gripe, they fought ; 
But whilſt they kept this mighty pother, 


And ſeem'd ſuch foes to one another, 
Bdth pinch'd me ſo, I could not know, 
Which was my friend, . or which my foe ; 
I therefore ſent Pacific Gruel, 
To end this ſad inteſtine duel ;_ 

Who ſhewing no reſpect to either, 
Took 'em and jumbled 'em together; 
And finding both ſo looſely bent, 

The quickeſt way to work he went; 

His motion was to quit the place, 

And he join'd iſſue in the caſe; 

So out they went with clam'rous roar, 
And with a bang ſhut the back door. 
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Tr 
Receipt to make a Macaroni. 


From crown of his head to the tip of his toe, 
Five minutes attend, and the method III now. 
III begin with his head. You muſt put upon it, 
What he calls a hat, but what I call a bonnet; 
Let it cock on the crown, nor apprcach to the ear, 
That Midas's honours may plainly appear ; 

From the tail of a horſe, or tail of a cow, 
Take hair fourteen pounds, for a dozen won't do; 
Tack't club'd to his head; let it reſt on his back, 
Like Scotch Pedlar Sawney, with's braw fowthy pack; 
Round his neck put a cravat, put lace on't enough, 
Puff'd and frilPd in the form of a Queen Beſs's ruff ; 
In his breaſt ſtick a noſegay---and I beg you'll be ſure, 
That its ſize may be that of a large colly-flow'r ; 
His coat---pſha---Pm wrong---his jacket I mean, 
Muſt reach---that, below it, his bum may be ſeen ; 
Waiſtcoat a-la-tambour, ſnips, ſnappers, and jaggs, 
Muſt dance to the muſic of taſſells and taggs; . 
Make his breeches to fit full looſe on his ham, 
 A-la-mode de Mynheer, from fair Rotterdam; 
Silk ſtockings with clocks interwoven with gold, 
Shoes red-hcePd and buckles of Lilliput mould; 
With ſcent and perfume, and the devil knows what, 
Let him ſtink full as rank as a Muſcovy cat; 
For his hands chicken gloves ; and to make him 
complete, | | 


| A ſlick like a may-pole, to thump thro” the ſtreet. 


| O make a Mac'roni, or ſmart modern 5 
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London and Briſtol Delineated. 
A SATYRE by RICHARD SAVAGE, Eſq; when 


confin'd in Newgate, Briſtol, 


WO ſea-port cities mark Britannia's fame, 
They both from commerce: diffrent honors 
claim : 
What diffrent honors ſhall the muſes pay, 
While one inſpires, and one untunes the lay? 


Now Silver Iſis bright'ning flows along, 
Echoing from Oxford's ſhore each claſſic ſong ; 
Then weds with Thame, and theſe, O London! ſee, 
Swelling with naval pride, the pride of thee ; 
Wide, deep, unſully'd Thames meandring glides, 
And bears thy wealth on mild majeſtic tides ; 
Thy ſhips, with gilded palaces that vie, 

In glitt'ring pomp ſtrike wond'ring China's eye; 
And thence returning, bear in ſplendid ſtate, 
To Britain's merchants, India's Eaſtern freight; 
India her treaſures from her Weſtern ſhores, 
Due, at thy feet, a willing tribute pours; 

Thy warring navies diſtant nations awe, 

And bid the world obey thy righteous law ; 
Thus ſhine thy manly ſons of lib'ral mind, 

Thy change deep buſy'd, yet, as courts, refin'd ;. 
Councils, like Senates, that enforce debate, 
With fluent eloquence, and reaſon's weight ; 
Whoſe patriot virtue, lawleſs pow'r controuls, 

Their Engliſh, emulating Roman ſouls ; 
Of theſe, the worthieſt ſtill ſelected ſtand, 
Still lead the Senate, and ſtill fave the land; 


Social, 
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Social, not ſelfiſh, here, O Learning! trace, 
Thy friends; the lovers of all human race. 
In a, dark bottom ſunk, O Briſtol ! now, 

With native malice lift thy low'ring brow ; 

'Then as ſome hell-born ſpright in mortal guiſe, 

The ſhape of goodneſs, borrows and belies ;* | 

All fair, all ſnug, to your proud hall invite, 

To feaſt all ſtrangers, ape. an air polite, 5 

From Cambria drain'd, or England's weſtern coaſt, 

Not elegant, yet coſtly banquets boaſt ; 

Revere, or ſeem the ſtranger to revere, 

Praiſe, fawn, profeſs, be all things but ſincere; 
Infidious now, our boſom ſecret ſteal, | 

And then, with ſly ſarcaſtic ſneer, reveal ; 

Preſent, we. meet thy ſneaking treach'rous ſmiles, 

The harmleſs abſent; till thy ſneer reviles ; 

Such as in thee all parts ſuperior find, | 

The ſneer that marks the fool and knave combin'd ;. 

When melting pity would afford relief, 

Thy ruthleſs ſneer that inſult adds to grief; 

What friendſhip can't thou boaſt ? What honor claim, 

To thee each ſtranger owes an .mjur'd name 

What ſmiles thy ſons can in their foes excite, 

Thy ſons, to whom all diſcord is delight; 

From whom eternal mutual railing flows, 

Who in each other's crimes their own expoſe ; 

Thy ſons, tho? crafty, deaf to wiſdom's call, 

Delpiſing all men, and deſpis'd by all; 

Sons! while thy cliffs a ditch-like river laves, . © 

Rude as thy rocks, and muddy as thy waves ; 

Of thoughts as narrow, as of words immenſe, 

As full of turbulence, as void of ſenſe ; 

Thee. ! thee what ſenatorial ſouls adorn ?. 

Thy natives ſure. would prove a ſenate's ſcorn ; 

Do ſtrangers deign to ſerve thee ? what their praiſe ?' 

Their gen'rous ſervices, thy murmurs raiſe ; | 

That fiend malign that o'er thy air precides, 

Around from breaſt to breaſt inherent glides ; . 


And. 


E 

And as he glides there ſcatters in a trice, 
The lurking ſeeds of every rank device; 
Let foreign youth to thy indentures run, 
Each, each will prove thy true adopted ſon ; 
Proud, pertand dull—tho' brilliant once from ſchools, 
Will ſcorn all learning's as all virtue's rules ; 

And tho? by nature friendly, honeſt, brave, 

Turn a ly, ſelfiſn, ſimp'ring, ſharping knave * 
Boaſt petty courts where "ſtead of fluent caſe, 

Of cited precedents, and learned pleas ; 

'Stead of ſage council, in a dubious cauſe; 
Attornies chatter, and burleſque the laws ; 

So ſhameleſs quacks, who Galen's art invade, 

Of jargon and of poiſon, form a trade; 

So canting coblers. whilſt from tubs they teach, 
Baffoon the goſpel, they pretend to preach ; 

Boaſt petty courts whoſe quirks new.rigour draw, 
Unknown to nature's and to ſtatute. law; 

Quirks that explain all ſaving rights away; 

To givethe attorney and the catchpole, prey ;. 

Is there where law too rig'rous may deſcend ? 
Does charity her kindly hand extend ? 

Thy cheſts that ſhut when pity ſhould redreſs, 
Spontaneous open to inflict diftreſs ;, | 

Try miſdemeanors—all. thy wiles employ. - 

Nat to chaſtiſe th' offender, but deſtroy ; 

Bid the large lawleſs fine; his fate foretell, 

Bid it beyond his crime and fortune {well ; 

Cut off from ſervice due to kindred blood, 

To private welfare and to public good ;. 

Pitied by all but thee he ſentenc'd lies, 
Impriſon'd, languiſhes,—impriſon'd, dies; 

Boaſt ſwarming veſſels whoſe plebeian ftate, 

Owes not to merchants, but mechanics treight ; 
Boaſt nought but pedding fleets ;---in war's alarms, 
Unknown to glory, and unknown to arms ; 

| Boaſt thy baſe Tolſey and thy turnſpit dogs, 

Lhy halliers, horſes, and mY human bogs 3 


Upſtarts. 
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Upſtarts and muckworms, proud relentleſs hearts, 
Thou blank of ſciences !. thou dearth of arts! 
Such foes as learning once was doom'd to ſee, 
Huns,. Goths and Vandals were but types of thee ;. 
Proceed great Br1sTOL in thy righteous ways, 
And let one juſtice heighten yet thy praiſe! 
Still ſpare the Catamite, and ſwing the whore, 
And be whate'er Gomorrah was before! 
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Prayers and : Supplications. 


N diff'rent coaſts the prayers we find, | 
Of ſhips, which wait a difPrent wind; 

While this fails freely from the coaſt, 

The voyage of another's loſt; _ | 
From Eaſt, Weft, South, and North, the cry, 
Of many claimants teaze the ſky ; 

One in the Torrid Zone, you hear, 
Pray for a cooling breeze of air ; 

Ninety degrees, a frigid ſoul, 

Prays for the ſun towards the Pole ;. 

And divers prayers of ſundry form, 

Implore the calm, or beg the ſtorm. 


Then how fhall Jove &er reconcile, . 

The various ſuitors of this iſle ? | 

Doctors and Sextons eat no bread, 

But from the fickly, or the dead ; 

The farmer has his difff rent reaſons, . 

To wiſh variety of ſeaſons; _ 

No matter what oe pens claim, 

To Jove they think its all the ſame; 

Fair, froſty, hot, or wet, or dry, 

They know he has a diffrent ſæy; 

And ſure the ruler of the ball, 

Is bound alike to pleaſe them all. . 
5 | While 
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That it 18 not ſufficient to have given the Firſt Being 
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While war reſounds from other ſkies, 

« Give us a peace,” the cobler cries; . 
While ev'ry paltry ſoldier knows, 

"Tis better fighting with his foes ; 

Diſband the armies — where's the ſenſe, 

When robb'ries are the conſequence ; 

And ev'ry tribe, and ev'ry head, | | 

Have ſomething of their own to plead. 


Coachmen, and chairmen, pray for rain, 
And ſailors for a war with Spain; 
The maiden prays to be a wife; 

Wedded, ſhe begs a widow'd life; 
No ſooner widow, but, again, 
She prays to wear the marriage chain. 


The curate wiſhes to be vicar, ' 
Then thinks preferments may come quicker; 
When once a dean, to fill his with up, g 
He humbly prays to be a biſhop; - *© 
No ſooner biſhop made, than he, | 
Wiſhes for Canterbury's See; +- © 


"Tis ſo with Britons, never eaſy, 
Nor Gods, nor Miniſters can pleaſe ye. 


A Moral Lefſm. 5 


HE Mahometans believe, that all ſorts of figures, 

1 whether of ſtatuary, painting, or otherwiſe, 
will at the laſt day appear in judgment, and accuſe 
before God thoſe who made them, for having given 
them a body without a foul. This chimeric opi- 
nion may give room to a very inſtructive leſſon.— 


ta 


tia} 


to children, without joining to it the ſecond ; ant 
that to the animal life they are indebted to us for, we 
ought to add the rational; without which we may 
dread, with more juſtice than the blind followers of 
Mahomet, that God will hereafter puniſh the fathers 
for their neglect, in not giving the excellencies of the 
ſoul to thoſe bodies, that is, proper inſtructions to 
animate them to acts of virtue, and all thoſe noble 
ualities that may dignify and exalt man above other 
pecies of the creation. 


* 
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De Pious Sailor. — An Ode. 
HE man whoſe heart from vice is clear, 
Whoſe deeds are honeſt, true, ſincere, 
Whom God. and virtue guide; 
With cautious circumſpection wile, 
The dang'rous wrecks of life defies. 
And ſtems the mighty tide. 


He hears the ſtorms of fortune riſe, 
In adverſe combat midſt the ſkies, 
But hears without diſmay ; 
His pilot, God, the veſſel guides, 
And o'er the ſteady helm preſides, 
And points the deſtin'd way. 


In vain the Syrens tune the ſong, 

With treach'rous muſic's luring tongue, 
le ſtill maintains his road; 

In vain they glance their beck'ning guiles, 

Deſtructive charms and wanton wiles, 


His ſoul is fix d on God, 


At 


( ms ) 
Atlength he kens the promis'd land, 
And hails aloud the wiſh'd for ſtrand, 
With Heav'nly joy poſleſt ; 
And 'midſt the plenty of his ſtore, - 


i (His labour paſt, his toil no more,) 
1 the n of reſt. 


7 


| | On Gd and Ill. Nature, 


T* vine $ + to draw a * pen, 

Defend the good, encounter wicked men; 
Freely to praiſe the virtues of the few, 

And boldly cenſure the degenerate crew; 

To ſcorn with equal juſtice to deride 

The poor man's worth, or ſooth the great one's pride 3 
All this was once good-nature thought, not ill, 
Nay ſome there are ſo odd, that think ſo ſtill; 

Old faſhion'd ſouls ! your men of modern taſte, 
Are with new virtues, new politeneſs grac'd ; 

Good nature now has chang'd her honeſt face, 

For ſmiling flattery, compliment, grimace 

Fool grins at foo], each coxcomb owns his brother, 
And thieves and ſharpers compliment each other ; 
To ſuch extent, good-nature now 1s fled, 

To be ſincere, is now to be ill-bred; 

An equal bro to all, is now the vogue, 

And complaiſapce goes now from rogue to rogue. 
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Mrs. Lyttleton's Ppitaph. By ber | ſurvivin 
Huſſund, the late Lord Epil. 


ADE to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes 
Tho' meek, magnanimous, tho' witty, wife! 

Polite as all her life in courts had been 

Vet good as ſhe the world had never ſeen: * 

The noble fire of an exalted mind, 

With gentleſt female tenderneſs combin'd ; 

Her ſpeech was the melodious voice of love; 

Her ſong the warbling of the vernal grove; 

Her eloquence was {ſweeter than her ſong, 

Soft as her heart, and as her reaſon ſtrong; 

Her form each beauty of the mind expreſs d, 

Her mind was virtue by the graces dreſs'd. 


T- - ---. 
On Cuntent. An Epigram. 


T is not youth can give content, 
Nor is it wealth's decree; 
It is a gift from Heaven ſent, | 
| Tho? not to thee or me. 


It is not in the Monarch's crown, 

Tho? he'd give millions for't ;: 

It dwells not in his Lordſhip's frown- 
Or waits on him to court. | 


It is not in a coach and ſix 
It is not in a garter; 
Tis not in love, or politics, 
But *tis in Hodge the carter.. 


On 
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On the Cock-Lane Ghoſt, in 1 56 2. 


W. d Popiſh ignorance o'er ſpread, 
This land, and ſcience lay for dead; 
Each night hobgoblin ſprites aroſe, 

Jo trouble harmleſs folk's repoſe: 

No honeſt man could ſleep i in bed, 

For ſcreams and knockings o'er his head. 

In vain was holy water ply'd, 

Adjuro Te, in vain was try'd ; 

If from one place the ſpirit flew, 

The next night he'd appear in two. 


But when bright learning (long conceal'd 
Behind a cloud) at length revead 

Her radiant light, and like the ſun, 

On Britain's iſle, refulgent ſhone ; 

Each neighbo rhood — diſturbing . 
Fled, dazzled with the radiant if 

With horror, like the plague hea ſtun ve, 
And not a ghoſt for love or money. _ 
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But now I find again they're come, 
And ſpite of ſcience ſafely roam; 
They rove at liberty each night, 
And thump, and ſerateh, and children fright. 


Ariſe ye learned of the land, 
Unite in one tremendous band, 
And make yourſelves renown'd in ſtory, 
For driving ghoſts and ſprites before ye ; 
To them in Latin, Hebrew, ſpeak, 
O'erwhelm em with a flood of Greek. 


Should Latin, Greek and Hebrew fail, 
I know a charm which muſt prevail; 
Take but an ounce of common ſenſe, 


Twill ſcare the ghoſts and drive em hence. 


Rebus 
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: Rebus in a Sermon. 


Hermit was once engaged in fervent effuſions to 
God, that he would give him to know the way 

of Halvation : When lo! the evil ſpirit appeared to 
him in the form of an angel of light, and addreſſed 
him in theſe words; Holy man, thy prayer is 
« heard; God, whom I ſerve, has ſent me to inform 
* you, that the way of ſalvation lies in offering him 
„Three Things; A New Moon, A Solar Diſc, and 
* the Fourth Part of a Roſe: Theſe three things be- 


ding joined, you are to offer them to God, and you 
* will be aſſuredly ſaved.” He 7 and vaniſhed. 


This auricular meſſage threw the Hermit into a moſt 
afflictive perplexity, till a real angel of light appeared 
to him, and cleared up the myſtery. The New 
Moon, ſaid the celeftial eſſence, is a creſcent, that 
is, a C; which reſembles it in ſhape: : The Solar 
Diſc is an O; and the fourth part of à Roſe is R: 

Now theſe three things being joined make the word 


COR (i. e. Heart) and that is the n which 


God requires of thee. 
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A Touchſtone to di ing ul Eviengthtal Truth. 


That doctrine which tends, To Faul the Sinner, 
'To exalt the Saviour, 
. To promote Holineſs ; 


That leurs which tends to accompliſh ALL theſe 
deſigns, embrace as ſound; that which is Wefecuve | in 
its influences on ANY ONE of them, rej ect as corrupt, 
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Part of HORACE Imitated. 


F my advice 19880 may n 
Be tender of another's fame; ; 
And be the man with caution try'd, 
In whoſe diſcretion you confide ; 
Th' impertinent be ſure to hate, 
Who loves to aſk, will love to prate ; 
The ears that ope to ev'ry tale, 
Intruſted ſecrets ill conceal ; 
And you ſhall wiſh, but with in vain, 
To call the fleeting words again. 


— 24 <<< i —— —— 
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Be not by fooliſh love betray'd, 
To tempt your patron's favourite maid ; 
For, if he grants your fond 45, "pi b 
He now believes you fully bleſt; | 1 
If he refuſe, you ſure muſt prove Y. 1 
The tortures 1 deſpairing . 1 
| 
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With cautious judgment o'er wad o'er, 1 
The man you recommend explore; 106 
Leſt when the ſcoundrePs better known, 

You bluſh for errors, not your own ; 
Then frankly give him up to ſhame, 
But boldly guard the injur'd fame 
Of a well known and valu'd friend, 
And with your utmoſt pow' r defend ; | 
And be aſſur'd when he's defam'd, 11 
At you, th' invenom'd ſhaft is aim'd ; 18 
When flames your neighbour's dwelling feine, '| 
Your own with inſtant rage ſhall blaze ; 1M 
Then haſte to ſtop the ſpreading fire, ES | 1 
Which, if neglected riſes higher, _ | f 1 
5 Untry'd 'Þ 
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Untry'd how ſweet a court attendance ! 
When try'd, how dreadful the dependance ! 
Yet while your veſſel's underſail, 

Be ſure to catch the flying gale ; | 
Leſt adverſe winds with rapid force, 
Shou'd bear you from your deſtin'd courſe, 


The grave, a gay companion ſhun, 
Far from the ſad, the jovial run; 
The gay, the witty, and ſedate, 

Are objects of each other's hate; | 
And they who quaff the midnight glaſs, 
Scorns thoſe who dare a bumper pals ; 
Altho' they loudly ſwear they dread, 
A ſick debauch, and aching head. 


Be every Took ſerenely gay, 
And drive all cloudy cares away; 
The modeſt oft too dark appear, 
The ſilent, thoughtfully ſevere. 


Conſult the wiſdom of each page, 
Enquire of ev'ry ſcienc'd ſage; 
How you may glide with gentle eaſe, 
 A-down the current of your days; 
Nor vex'd by mean and low deſires, 
Nor warm'd by wild ambition's fires ; 
By hope alarm'd, depreſs'd by fear, 
For things but little worth your care, 


Enquire if virtue's hallow'd rules, 
Proceed from nature or the {ſchools ; - 
What may the force of care ſuſpend, 
What make thee to thyſelf a friend; 
Whether the tranquil mind and pure, 
Or wealth or honour can inſure ; 

Or down thro' life unknown to ſtray, 


Where lonely leads the filent way, 
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When happy in my rural ſcene, 1 
Whoſe fountains chill the ſhudd'ring ſwain; ; 
Such is my prayer let me poſſeſs, 

My preſent wealth, or even leſs ; | 
And if the pow'rs above deſign 1 
A lengthen'd life, that life be mine; HY 
Give me of books the mental chear, 
Of wealth, ſufficient for a year; 

Nor let me float in fortune's pow'r, 
Dependent on the future hour; 

To heav'n for life and health I pray, 
Theſe heav'n may give or take away; 
But for a firm and. tranquil mind, 


That bleſſing in myſelf III find. 


Sssssssssssssssssssss 


The ART of PRINTING. 


AIL myſtic art, which men, like angels taught, 
| To ſpeak to eyes, and paint unbody'd thought ! 
Tho' deaf and dumb, bleſs'd ſkill reliev'd by thee, 
We make one ſenſe perform the taſk of three; Fo 
We ſee, we hear, we touch the head and heart, bis 
And take, or give, what each but yields in part; La 
With the hard laws of diſtance we diſpenſe, M0 
And without ſound, apart, commune in ſenſe ; _ 
View, though confin'd ; nay, rule this earthly ball, 
And travel o'er the wide expanded All; 7 
Dead letters thus with living notions fraught, 
Prove to the ſoul the teleſcopes of thought; 

To mortal life a deathleſs witneſs give, 

And bid all deeds and titles laſt and live; 

In ſcanty life eternity we taſte, | 
View the firſt ages, and inform the laſt 
Arts, hiſt'ry, laws, we purchaſe with a look, 
And keep, like fate, all nature in a book. 
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Epigram on a Gentleman's loſing frequently to Lady 
r, at Lew. 1 


And boaſt a friend in Pam; 
Yet I dare own without a bluſh, 
That I the loſer am: 


| rs tho? I hold of trumps a fluſh, 


Nay more, this happens every day, 
And is each night renew'd ; 
For who with H IT n can play, 


And fail of being lew'd ? 


b nr ar cb f . e 


The Happy Couple. 


Sn here the true joys of a long wedded life; 
How happy is Damon, how happy his wife! 
Without any quarrel, of paſſion, or whim, 
“ He's quite fond of her, and ſhe's quite fond of him.“ 


Tho? twice thirty harveſts have crown'd the rich plain, 
Since Hymen preſented the laſs to the ſwain ; | 
Yet all theſe long years as a ſingle one ſeem, - 

« He's ſtill fond of her, and ſhe's {ill fond of him.” 


Their lives and their loves together will laſt, _ 
And each future moon be as bleſt as the paſt ; 
When limbs are infirm, and when eye-ſight is dim, 


He'll be ſtill fond of her, and ſhe Kill fond of mY . 
| Sees 


7 


(u 


See, yonder twin roſes their charms how they blend! 
Whilſt each does the other adorn and defend; 

See how they both bloom, and both fade on one ſtem ! 
« 'This, this 1s a pretty reſemblance of them.” 


On yond lofty elms hear the ſoft cooing doves ! 
Reſponſive in ſighs, how they murmur their loves! 
Their want of true conſtancy none can condemn ; 
* And, this is another reſemblance of them.“ 


Be pleas'd to obſerve the new-married pair, 
How-each to the other their paſſion declare ; 
My ſweet one, my dear, my delight, and my gem, 
“ Believe me, *tis juſt the reſemblance of them.“ 


Their cloathing and food are ſupply'd by their farm, 
Their ſtraw-colour'd dwelling, neat, decent and warm; 
With health and with honeſty, chearful and gay, 
No pair upon earth live ſo happy as they.” 


When plowing the ground, or when tending the h 

ſheep, 1 ik 
How healthful their labours, how ſweet is their ſleep ! 3 
'Their children and grand children, briſk as the jay ! | jy 
„No pair upon earth live ſo happy as they.“ 


And when they are dead, and are buried hard by, 
The cypreſs or yew, where their forefathers lie ; 
Their neighbours in tears, and lamenting will ſay, 
No pair upon earth are ſo happy as they.” 


. E & E. U ole het 
The Charge of a certain Biſhop to the Clergy 
of his Dioceſe, deliver'd in 17060. 

1 by this, my mind you'll know, 


Learn to pronounce your ſermons flow : 
5 2 e Give 
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Give every word of a diſcourſe, 

Its proper time, and life, and force, 

And urge what you think fit to ſay, 

In a ſedate pathetic way ; 

Grave and deliberate as tis fit 

To comment upon holy writ ; 

Many a ſermon gives diſtaſte, 

By being ſpoke in too much haſte ; | 
Which had it been pronounc'd with leiſure, 
Would have been liſten'd to with pleaſure ; 
And thus the preacher often gains, 

His labour only for his pains; _ 

As (if you doubt) it may appear, 

From every Sunday in the year; 

For how indeed can one expect, 

The beſt diſcourſe ſhould take effect; 
Unleſs the maker thinks it worth 

Some needful care to ſet it forth; 

What ! does he think the pains he took, 
To write it fairly in a book, 
Will do the buſineſs—not a bit— 


It muſt be ſpoke as well as writ ; 


For what's a ſermon, good or bad, 

If one repeat it like a lad ; 

To hear ſome people when they preach, 
How they run oer all parts of ſpeech ; 


.And neither raiſe a word, nor ſink, 


Our learned biſhops one wou'd think, 
Had taken fchool-boys from the rod, 

To make ambaſſadors of God; ö 

So perfect is the chriſtian ſcheme, 

He who from thence doth take his theme 
And time to have it underſtood, N 
His ſermon cannot but be good, 
If he will needs be preaching ſtuff, 

No time indeed is ſhort enough ; 

Fen let him read it like a letter, 


The ſooner it is done the better; 
| But 


8 5 
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May be a ſcholar and a dunce ; * q 
Our Engliſh Clergy is the belt ; 


. ; 


But for a man who has a head, | | LA | 
Of whom it may with truth be ſaid, Fi 


That on occaſion he can raiſe, Fi 
A juſt remark, a proper phraſe —— | 
For ſuch a one to run along, Bi 
Tumbling his accents o'er his tongue, «ph 
Shews only that a man at once, 1 


In point of ſermons tis confeſs'd, | "i 


But this appears (we muſt confeſs). & | 
Not from the pulpit, but the preſs ; 3. 
They manage whh's disjointed ſkill, 14 
The matter well, the manner ill; 4 
And what ſeems paradox at firſt, 

They make the beſt, and preach the worſt; 
Wou'd men but ſpeak, as well as write, f 
Both faculties would then unite; : 
The outward action being taught, 

To ſhew the inward ſtrength of thodght 3 
Now to do this our ſhort-hand ſchool, 

Lays down this plain and gen'ral rule ; 

« Take time enough, all other graces, 

« Will ſoon fill up their proper places.“ 


SPAS PA A AR Ae SANs Rs 


The old Man, his Son, and Aſs. 
Wood nce held an aged fire, 


His ſummer's ſhade and winter's fire ; 
Where all his life he'd ſtrove to gain, 
Content and eaſc, but ſtrove in vain; 

Still barr'd the joys of ruſtic life, 

By neighb'ring jarrs, and home bred ſtrife; 
And, O 'twere happineſs to him, 

To live in ev'ry one's eſteem ; 


1 — Wa 


(6 


But woes on every creature fall, 
And, on the impatient, moſt of all. 


Diſdaining to be thus ill us'd, 

Thus one day with himſelf he mus d, 

“ Maugre I live unhappy here, | 

«© Who knows but if I liv'd elſewhere, 

« An alteration in my ſtate, 
* Might alter the decrees of fate; 

« And in deſpite of ſorrows paſt, 

« Confirm me happy at the laſt; 

« I know my care among mankind, 

«© Muſt be to ſhift with every wind; 

« I ought to do what many ſay, 

« Twill be my pleaſure to obey ; 

« And chearful what J can procure, 

« Enjoy from henceforth or endure.” - 

This ſaid, he ſtraight his ſon addreſt, 
(His family's one half and the beſt ;) 

And his dear aſs, that fed on chaff, 

(His family's worſt and t'other half ;) 
„ My friends with me it is decreed, 

« To ſeek your fortunes with all ſpeed ; 

« Prepare this hour, *tis my command, 

“For my departure is at hand; _ 

% You, my dear ſon, I mean to lead, 
For thou art young, too young indeed; 

« And me to drive, ſo from thy bed 

Of turf ariſe— ſtir up poor Ned,— 

So ſaid, he led his ſon a while, 

And drove his aſs for many a mile ; 

Anon, as on the road they paſs'd, _ 

„What!“ ſays the folks, amaz'd I- aghaſt 

« Sure two ſuch fools were never ſeen, 

As trudge along near yonder green 

Drive a leer aſs ! why tis a fin ! 

And trudge themſelves thro? thick and thin.” 

With that they both the beaſt beſtrid, 

Like knight and ſquire, and on they rid; 
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And ne'er had been with riding maim'd, 
But thus the folks again exclaim'd; 

« How barb'rous is the Engliſh nation, 
« All over to the brute creation 

„The truth whereof is now made good, 
« By yond two tyrants in the road.“ 

By theſe reflections he deſcry'd, 


That one muſt walk and t'other ride; 


And *lighting from the beaſt with ſpecd, 
On aſs-back let his ſon proceed; 

But as they paſs'd along, the world, 
Again their ſhrewd reflections hurl'd ; 


„% How weak muſt that old dotard be, 


« Who pleas'd, his youthful ſon, can ſee 
4 Triumphant ride, whilſt he himſelf, 
c Slaves it on foot, beſotted elf!“ 
Reſolv'd once more to change the ſcene, 
And pleaſe mankind, he mounts again; 
And bids his ſon without delay, 
On foot to make the beſt of 's way; 
Whereat the envious crowd enrag'd, 
With taunts like theſe the ſwain engag'd ; 
c“ Think'ſt thou vile wretch, that God will have, 
« Mercy for thee beyond the grave, 
% For all thy fins, when none you ſhew, 
« To one that ne'er offended you! 
% Nay more, your ſon a charming boy, 
« Whoſe ſight ſhould fill with guſhing joy 
© Thy anxious eye; for ſhame alight, 
« For nature can't endure the fight.” 
Convinc'd at length, the ſearch was vain 
Of happineſs on earth— The ſwain 
Breaks forth How fooliſh, how abſurd, 
« To place in ev'ry one's good word 
« ur chiefeſt good, —Return again, 
« And mend thy maxims, fooliſh man ; 
e Be honeſt and induftrious ſtill, 
„And let the world ſay what they will.” 

1 2 An 
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An Explanation of the laft Verſe of the 13th Chapter 
of Revelations ; proving that the Pope of Rome is 
the Beaſt therein eee Perſe runs thus. 


« Here is wiſdom ; Fol him that hack - 

6 Underſtanding, count the number of ho 
e Beaſt, for it is the number of a man; and 

6 His number! is Six Hundred Three Score 

cc and Sy” 


The Pope fyles himſelf « VICARIUS FILII DEI.” 
that is, Vicar of the Son of God. | 


Now the numerical letters contained in ſuch title, 
being ſum'd together, juſt make up the number of the 
beaſt ;—as per example, 
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1 111 141 1E. | 
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XX) Xx c οοοοοοον 


Contempt of the World. 


HE woeld'7 my ſcorn, its charms I all deſpiſe, 
My ſouls athirſt for joys beyond the ſkies ; 
Here Pm perplex d with miſery and grief, 


There is the place to find 2 ſole relief; 
Now 


E 


Now ſooth'd with hopes, then plung'd in dark deſpair? 
Wand'ring I roam to draw the vital air; | 
O power ſupreme ! aſſuage my anxiaus breaſt, 
And to thy pilgrim grant a joyful reſt. 


dorhbohrhobohobobobhebet tobe cker 


Prologue 1 Ba rbaroſſa. 


Written by Mr GARRICK, and ſpoken by him in 
the Character of a Country Boy. 


Meafter ! Meafter ! 


S not my meaſter here among you, pray? 

Nay, ſpeak—-my meaſter wrote this fine new play, 
The actor folks are making ſuch a clatter! 
They want the Pro- log know nought o'th* matter! 

He muſt be there among you look about - | 
A weezen, pale-fac'd man, do- find him out 
Pray, meaſter, come—or all will fall to ſheame— 


Call Miſter hold TI muſt not tell his neame 


Law ! what a croud is here ! what noiſe and pother !. 

Fine lads and laſſes! One o'top of t'other! 
[Pointing to the Pit and Gallery] 
I cou'd for ever, here, with wonder geaze ! 
Inter ſaw church ſo full in all my days! 
Your ſurvant, Surs! What do you laugh for? Eh ! 
You donna take me, ſure, for one o' th play? 
You ſhou'd not flout an honeſt country lad 
Vou think me fool, and I think you half mad; 
You're all as ſtrange as I, and ſtranger too; 
And, if you laugh at me, Pll laugh at you. 
1 E - [Laughing] 

I donna like your London tricks, not I ; | 
And, ſince you've rais'd my blood, Pl tell you why — 


F 3 And, 
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And, if you wull, fince now I am before ye, 
For want of Pro—log— T1! relate a ſtory. 


I came from country here to try my fate, 

And get a place among the rich and great; 
But troth, Pm ſick o*th* journey I ha ta'en, 
Ilike it not=—wou'd I were whoame again. 


Firſt in the city, I took up my ſtation, 
And got a place with one of th? corporation; 
A round big man—he eat a plaguy deal, 
Looks ! he'd have beat five ploomen at a meal 
But long with him I could not make abode, 
For, cou'd you think*t—he eat a great ſea toad ! 
It came from Indies 'twas as big as me, 
He call'd it Belly-Patch and Capapee; | 
Law! how I ftard—I thought—who knows but I, 
For want of monſters, may be made a pye ? 
Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 
Tl back to whoame, and country fare again. 


J left toad-eater, then I ſerv'd a Lord; 

And there they promis'd !—butneer kept their word; 
While mong the great this groaning work the trade is, 
They mind no more poor ſervants, than their Ladies, 


A Lady next, who lik'd a ſmart young lad, 
Hir'd me forthwith -- but, troth I thought her mad; 
She turn'd the world top down, as I may fay, 
She chang'd the day to neet, the neet to day ! 
I ſtood one day with coach, and did but ſtoop, 
To put the foot-board down, and with her hoop, 
She cover'd me all oer where are you, lout ? 
Here, Ma'am, fays I; for heav'n's fake, let me out; 
I was ſo ſheam'd with all her freakiſh ways, 
She wore her gear ſo ſhort, ſo low her ſtays === 5 


Fine folks ſhew all for nothing now a days. 
Now 
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Now Pm the poet's man---I find with wits, 
There's nothing fſartain---nay we eat by fits; 
Our meals indeed are flender---what of tha: ? 
There are but three on's---Meaſter, I, and Cat; 
Did you but ſee us all, as I'm a ſinner, g 
You'd ſcarcely ſay, which. of the three is thinner. 


My wages all depend on this night's piece ! 
But ſhou's you find that all our ſwans are geeſe ; 
E'feck, I'll truſt no more to Meaſter's brain, 

But pack up all, and whiſtle whoame again. 

| ; [As he is going out returns.] 
O! Lhave ſeen the fineſt fights in all the nation 
Pve ſeen my Lord May'rs ſhow, and th* Coronation ; 
Aye, and ev'n fince theſe ſights have come to paſs, 
I've ſeen the King's ſtate coach, and the Queen's aſs, 


KXXXRXINKKXIXXKKXKXINXKK 


Epilogue to Barbaroſſa. 


Written by Mr. GARRICK, and ſpoken by Mr. 
WOODWARD, in the Character of a Fine 
Gentleman.. | f 


; [Enter—— Speaking to the People without. 


SHAW !---damn your Epilogue---and hold your 
tongue | 
Shall we of rank be told what's right and wiong ? 
Had you ten Epilogues you ſhou'd not ſpeak em, 
j Though he had writ' em all in Linguum Græcum; 
I'll do't by all the Gods !---(you muſt excuſe me) 
Though author, actors, audience all abuſe me 


| Ta the Audience. bt 
Behold a Gentleman !---and that's enough! 4 
| 


Laugh if you pleaſe---T'1l take a pinch of ſnuff ! 
| I come: 


4 


I come to tell you- (let it not ſurpriſe you) 

That I'm a wit---and worthy to adviſe you. 

How cou'd you ſuffer that ſame country booby, 

That Prologue-ſpeaking ſavage---that great looby ; 

To talk his nonſenſe ? give me leave to ſay, 

"TI was low, damn'd low --- but fave the fellow's play; 

Let the poor devil eat---allow him that, 

And give a meal to meaſter, man, and cat: 

But why attack the faſhions ? --ſenſeleſs rogue. 

We have no joys but what reſult from vogue ; | 

The mode ſhou'd all controul---nay, ev'ry paſſion, 
Senſe, appetite, and all, give way to faſhion ; 8 
J hate, as much as he, a turtle feaſt ; 

But till the preſent, turtle rage has ceas'd, 

Pd ride a hundred miles to make myſelf a beaſt. 

I have no ears — yet op'ras I adore ! 

Always prepar'd to die---to ſleep- no more 

The ladies too were carp'd at, and their dreſs ! 

He wants 'em all ruff'd up, like good Queen Beſs ! 
They are, forſooth, too much expos'd, and free, 

Were th' more expos'd, no ill effects I ſee, 
For more or leſs, its all the ſame to me. 

Poor gaming too, was mauPd among the reſt, 

That precious cordial to a high-life breaſt ! _ 

When thoughts ariſe, I always game or drink, 

An Engliſh gentleman ſhou'd never think—— 

The reaſon's plain, which ev'ry ſoul might hit on, 
What trims a Frenchman, overſets a Briton ; 

In us reflection breeds a ſober ſadneſs, 

Which always ends in politics or madneſs; 

I therefore now propoſe---by your command, 

That tragedies no more ſhall cloud this land; 

Send o'er your Shakeſpeares to the ſons of France, 

Let them grow grave---let us begin to dance ! | 
Baniſh your gloomy ſcenes to foreign climes, { 


| Reſerve alone to bleſs theſe golden times, 
A farce or two---and Woodward's pantomimes. 


Ta 
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To David Garrick, Eſq; on his Prologue and 
Epilogue to Barbaraſſa. 


| ARRICK, at once corrected, we, 
Our follies, and our vices ſee ; 
In innocence compleatly clad, 
Struck ſpeechleſs by a country lad. 


Morals, in ſchools, let pedants teach, 
In troops may prieſts divinely preach ; 
Fair virtue's paths they'll ne er point out 
Like * Foplin, and thy Colin clout. 


Ah! wou'd the man of taſte, awhile, 
Weigh thy ſimplicity of ſtyle ; 
In words ſuperfluous, his pride, 

And fuſhtian, ſoon he'd lay aſide; 
And from long definitions free, 
Learn nature and true taſte of thee. 


* Woodward, 
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An Epigram. 

- CAYS Dick to Tom, theſe boxing cits, 

Sure, more money have, than wits, 


Methinks, ſays Tom, they've taken pains, 
To ſhew they've got more guts than brains. 


On 


a) 
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On Preſs Warrants; otherwiſe the Compariſon ; ur 
Mats the Difference? 


S Tom Bowling was prowling the ſtreets with 
his gang, | 
Such fellows to preſs as would otherwiſe hang ; 
He ſpy*d one he thought who would anſwer his end, 
And ſlapping his ſhoulder, cry'd, What ſhip, my 

friend ?” | 
« You miſtake,” ſaid the man, © fir you cannot take me; 
J can prove how I live; fo by law I am free; 
_ « Your Faw,” ſaid rough Tom, © I am not very apt in,” 
„That's a thing which we leave to the reg'lating 
Captain z?? | I 

« But this I know wel}, that whate'er you can ſay, 
« I've a warrant to preſs, and ſo you muſt away.” 
Then ftrait with their prey, they ſet off to the boat, 
And his children and wil left to ſink or to float; 
A Frenchman, attentive obſerved all that paſt, 
And thus to a friend, he broke ſilence at laſt; 
« Now ſur, pray you tell a me en verite, 
Vat vas, you tink now, of your grand liberty? 
6 You make de great joke of de lettre de cachet ; 
«© Ma foi de preſs- varrant vill very vell match it.“ 


KKK Dνοτντοποοοο οννοοονι 


On the Death 4. DOLLY, who kept a famous 
| | vef- Steak Houſe. 


N /F OURN all ye epicures, and city fops} 
Like gravy let your tears run down in drops, 
That Dolly can no more delight your chops 4 
Lament ye Aldermen, and Temple rakes ! 
Lament, lament, ye lovers of beef-ſteaks ! 


Let 
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Let ev'ry appetite record her fame, 
And ev'ry ſtomach riſe to belch her name S 
For never, never ſhould it be forgot, 
That Dolly's cold, who once was hot and hot: 


Her death muſt cauſe an univerſal grief ; 
For all the world has been in Dolly's Beef. 


corhehothebobebebcbckchdbobctobehotck 


The Compariſon. 


F Sol be deck'd with zolden rays, 
Juſt ris'n from the orient ſky ; 
Attracts with wonder and amaze, 

The curious philoſophic eye.— 


Vet, more my fair one's charms dine, 
Amazing wonders do excite; 
The God by day doth only thine, 
50 charmer both by day and waht. 


ARNE HENCREREERERERERCREREROCHEN TY 


The Day of Judgment. 
By DEAN SWIFT. 


Ard. not found in any E dition of the Dean's Works. 
It is here given as a Key to the Dean's religious 
Cbaracter, oddly compounded of the oppoſite Prin- 
ciples of Free-thinking and Bigotry. Lord Chefter- 
field ſays he has the eriginad # in the Dean's own 
Hand-awriting.] 


WI a whirl of thought oppreſs'd, 


I ſunk from reverie to reſt. 
An 


K 


An horrid viſion ſeiz'd my head : 
I ſaw the graves give up their dead ! 
Jovs arm'd with terrors burſt the ſkies, 
And thunder roars, and lightning flies! 
Amaz'd, confus'd, its fate unknown, 
The world ſtands trembling at his throne ! 
While each pale ſinner hung his head, 
Fove, nodding, ſhook the heav'ns, and ſaid, 
« Offending race, of human kind, is 
«© By nature, reaſon, learning, blind; 
* You who through frailty, ſtep'd aſide 
«© And you who never fell,—through pride; 
& You who in different ſects were ſnamm'd, 
And come to ſee each other damn'd ; 
„ (So ſome folks told you, but they knew 
« No more of Jove's deſigns than you:) 
4 The world's mad buſineſs now is o'er, 
«© And I reſent theſe pranks no more. 
60 I to ſuch blockheads ſet my wit! 


« I damn ſuch fools! Go, go, you're bit.“ 
chk c cee eee 
The W IS H. AExtempore by a Gentleman 
| of a decay d Family, _ 

OU'D heav'n but grant me my deſire, 


A-ſmall requeſt I. wou'd require, 
A decent houſe and a good fire : 

A pot of beer to give a friend, _ 
And wealth enough but to extend 
My charity unto the poor, 

And drive penury from my door. 
But, join to this a loving wife, 

A ſtranger to conjugal ſtrife ; 

My happineſs wou'd be compleat, 

Pd envy neither rich nor great; 

But ſpend ee exempt from care, 
Or anxious thoughts of peace or war; 
And quiet ſleep beneath my roof, 
And aſk no more, think this enough. 


( 
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A Deſeription of the Morning. 


N OW glimm'ring light the pur led ſkies diſplay, 


FP; * 


Aurora bluſhing, uſhers in the day; 
The ſun his orient rays remotely ſpreads, 
And gayly gilds the cloud capt mountains heads ; 
The waking ſwains their labqurs now renew, 
The meadows gliſten with the pearly dew ; 


The choriſters their neſts relinquiſht, rove, 


The fields reviſit, reſalute the grove : - 

The rifing day their notes regaling ſeem, 

And join the murmurs of the purling ſtream ; 
With oderiferous wings the zephyrs fly, | 
Joy fills each heart, and pleaſure ev'ry eye ; 
Fair ſcenes appearing to the raviſh'd view, 
The whole creation ſeems reviv'd and new; 
In rural ſeats, ſo lovely and ſerene, . 
Health is and truth in golden times was ſeen ; 
Such are the beauties of th' unblemiſht mind ; 
(Surpaſſing all the charms of womenkind ;) 


And ſuch, even ſuch (cou'd we behold her here) 


So fair and tempting, virtue wou'd appear. 


# 
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A fure Method of gaining the goed Opinion of the 
Ladies, by Lord CHESTERFIELD, 


WW you engage the lovely fair; 


With gentleſt manners treat her ; 
With tender looks and graceful air, 
In ſofteſt accents greet her. 


Verſe 
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Verſe were but vain, the muſes fail, 


Without the graces aid; 
The God of verſe could not prevail, 
To ſtop the flying maid. 


Attention by attention's gain, 
And merit care by cares; 

So ſhall the nymph reward your pain 
And Venus crown your prayers. 


1 UU, 
| Billy's Whimfical's Will. 


\INCE all men muſt return to duſt, 
From which they firſt did ſpring : 
I give my gear from debts quite clear, 
In manner following: 


But leſt hot broils and endleſs toils, 
Shou'd *bout my effects ariſe, 

Half to my Sue, half to my Prue, 
I frankly here deviſe. 


My thrice ſoaPd ſhoes, my Sunday hole, 
A jacket made of leather; 
An old ſtraw bed that ſerv'd poor Ned, 
In boiit'rous ſtormy weather. 


A pottage pot, my grammum bought, 
Whilom of neighbour ſtitch; 

A great arm'd chair, fo ſoft with hair, 
*T wou'd ſuit a lady's breech. 


My crop-ear'd dog, my bob-tail'd hog, 
A pound of black ſheep's wool ; 

An ax and ſaw, an old jack daw, 
A crazy three-leg'd ſtool. 


A trundis 


er 


A trundle mop, a mutton chop, 

A quart of Holland's gin; 8 
Two candleſticks, a bunch of leeks, =- 

A piſs-pot made of tin. 


Some pitch and tar, an earthen jarr, 
A milk pail, ſeive and platter; 

Two birchen brooms, to {weep your rooms, 
An ancient nutmeg grater. 
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A knife and fork, ſome pickled pork, | ib 
Would tempt a very Jew ; [\ ("8 
All theſe J leave, and frankly give, 1 


Unto my daughter Sux. 


The fairy tales, ſome horſe-ſhoe nails, 
The book of common prayer, 

A leathern bag, a leaky cag, ; 
Two quarts of dead ſmall beer. 
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Some purging pills to cure kibe-heels, 
And gain — toes to arm you, 
Some rotten wood, that's very good, 

In winter time to warm you. 


ps — OI OCs a 


A chriſt'ning can, a cloſeſtool pan, 
A cupboard, cock, and cradle ; 5 
An oaken ſtaff, a louſy calf, | 
A long ſword, lock and ladle. 


Gy — 


Your mother's ring, that curſed thing, 
Which ruin'd me long ſince ; 
Beſides the reſt, I gave the prieſt, 
It coſt me eighteen-pence. 


—_ -_ 
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A rotten cheeſe, a pint of peaſe, 
An old grey mare with one eye; 
Some barley bread, ſome muſtard- ſeed, 
And fifteen pence in money. 
A rake 
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A rake and flail, an old cart nail, 
Three barrels good and true; 
Braſs buttons five, an old bee-hive, 

All theſe I give to Prue. 


Now to conclude, as I've beftow'd, 
My whole eſtate among you; 

Pray daughters dear, always take care, 
Your neighbours never wrong you. 


Be therefore kind, and of one mind, 
In nought but goodneſs vie; 


Think that your dad, ſpoke this when bad, 
And juſt about to die. | 


7.7... ß 08 
A Deſcription of a Tempeſtuous Morning. 


HE morning is o'erſpread with low'ring gloom, 
The breaking day appears the day of doom ; 


The ſun ſeems ſluggiſh, and, as loth to riſe, 


Obliquely ſquinting thro” th? envelopt ſkies ; 

His diſk by fits reveals a fiery red, | 
Deſcending clouds involve the mountain's head ; 
Hoarſe thunder rumbling growls the horrid glare 
Of forked lightning rends the duſky air ; | 
By flaſhing ſtarts a rattling ſhower deſcends, 
The ſturdy oaks a 3 tempeſt bends; 

The birds their late abodes explore again, 

And flocks and herds mixt with th* affrighted ſwain, 
Hie to thick coverts from th* inclement plain, 
Thus in the mind, which paſſion's force obeys, 
Foul luſt, or wild imagination ſways ; 

Theſe its ſerener pleaſures ruffling moil, 

And all the grace of heav'n and nature ſpoil. 


On 
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On FREEDOM. 
Written at an Tm. 


O thee, fair Freedom I retire 
From flattery, cards and dice, and din ; 
Nor art thou found in manſions higher, 
Than the low cot, or humble inn. 


"Tis here with boundleſs power I reign, 
And every health which I begin, 

Converts dull port to bright champaign ; 
Such F reedom crowns it at an inn. 


I a from pomp, I fly from plate 
I fly from falſhood's ſpecious grin ; 
Freedom I love, and form I hate; 
And chuſe my lodgings at an inn. 


Here, waiter! take my ſordid ore, 
Which lacqueys elſe might hope to win, 
It buys what courts have not in ſtore, 
It buys me freedom at an inn. 


Whoder has travell'd life's dull round, 
Where'er his ſtages may have been; 

May ſigh to think he ſtill has found 
The warmeſt welcome at an inn. 


Written 


6 


Mrilten in a Lady's Sherlock upon Death. 
ISTAKEN fair, lay Sherlock bye; 


His doctrine is deceiving: 
For while he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 


To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon, without a maſter ; 
Then let us only ſtudy now, 
How we may live the faſter. 


To live's to love, to bleſs be bleſt, 
With mutual inclination ; » 
Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 


And kindly meet my paſſion. 


But, if thus bleſt, I may not live, 
And pity you deny ; | 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
Tis I muit learn to die. 


HODOOCOCODCOCOOCCKXKIOE 


To WILLIAM PITT, Eſq; afterwards Lord 
Chatham, on his loſing his Commiſſion in the 
Year 1736. PX 


By Loads LITTLETON. 


ONG had thy virtues mark'd thee out for fame, 
Far, far ſuperior to a Cornet's name ; 
This generous Walpole ſaw, and priev'd to find, 
So mean a poſt diſgrace that noble mind ; 
The ſervile ſtandard from thy free born hand, 


He took, and bade thee lead the patriot band. P 
; | a 
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An Extraft from Dean SWIFT's V 2 
on his own Death, 


Ti time is not remote when I 

Muſt by the courſe of nature die; 

When I foreſee my ſpecial friends, 

Will try to find their private ends; — 

And tho' *tis hardly underſtood, 

Which way my death can do them good, 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them ſpeak, 

« See how the Dean begins to break ? 
Poor gentleman he drops a-pace ! 

« You plainly find it in his face; 
That old vertigo in his head, 

«© Will never leave him till he's dead. 

© Beſides his memory decays, 

« He recollects not what he ſays ; 

«© He cannot call his friends to mind; | 
« Forgets the place where laſt he din'd ; 

&« Plies you with ſtories o'er and o'er, 

« He told them fifty times before; 

% How does he fancy we can fit, 

To hear his out-of-faſhion'd wit? 
But he takes up with younger folks, 
Who for his wine will bear his jokes; 
« Faith he muſt make his ſtories ſhorter, 
Or change his comrades once a quarter: 
* In half the time he talks them round; 
There muſt another ſet be found. 

For poetry, he's paſt his prime ; 

He takes an hour to find a rhyme; 

His fire is out, his wit decay d, 

His fancy ſunk, his muſe a jade; 

Pd have him throw away his pen ;— 
But there's no talking to ſome men.“ 1 
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And then their nb appears, 


By adding largely to my years ; 
«© He's older than he would be reckon” d, 


« And well remembers Charles the Sccond ; 


« He hardly drinks a pint of wine, 

% And that I doubt is no good ſign: 

« His ſtomach too begins to fail, 

Laſt year we thought him ſtrong and hale 
“ But now he's quite another thing, 

« I wiſh he may hold out *till ſpring ” 


They hug themſelves and reaſon thus : 


It is not yet ſo bad with us.” 


In ſuch a caſe, they talk in tropes, 
And by their fears expreſs their hopes; 
When daily, How d'ye's,” come of courſe, 
And ſervants anſwer, © worſe and worſe.” 
Wou'd pleaſe them better than to tell, 
That, God be prais'd, the Dean is well.” 
Then he who propheſy'd the beſt, 
Approves his foreſight to the reſt ; 

% You know I always fear'd the worſt, 
And often told you ſo at firft.”” 
He'd rather chuſe that I ſhould die, 
That his predictions prove a lie. 

No one foretels I ſhall recover, 

Bat all agree to give me over. 


Yet ſhould ſome neighbour feel a pain, 
Juſt in the parts where I complain ; 
How many a meſlage would he ſend ? 
What hearty prayers that I ſhould mend? 
Inquire what regimen I kept, 
What gave me caſe, and how I ſlept ? 
And more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the ſniv'lers round my bed. 


Behold the fatal day arrive! 
« How is the Dean ?“ „ He's Jun alive.” 


Now 
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Now the departing prayer is read ; | 

He hardly breathes” the Dean is dead. 
Before the paſſing- bell begun, 

The news thro' half the town is rung; 

Oh ! may we all for death prepare ! 

«© What has he left? and who's his heir?“ 

& know rto more than what the news is; 

« Tis all bequeath'd to public uſes.” 

% 'To public uſes ! there's a whim ! 

« What had the public done for him ? 

«© Mere envy, avarice and pride; 

« He gave it all — but firſt he dy'd.” 


Now, Grubftreet wits are all employ'd ; 
With elegies the town 1s cloy'd ; 
The Doctors, tender of their fame, 
Wiſely on me lay all the blame; 
We muſt confeſs his caſe was nice, 
But he would never take advice; 


Had he been rul'd, for aught appears, i 
He might have liv'd theſe Fwy years; 
0 


For when we open'd him, we found, 
That all his vatal parts were ſound. 


Now Curl, his ſhop with rubbiſh drains ; 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains! 
He'll treat me as he does my betters, 
Publiſh my will, my life, my letters; 
Revive the libels, born to die, 

Which Pope muſt bear as well as J. 


The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with ſuſpenſe and fear ; 
Who wiſely thought my age a ſcreen, 
When death approach'd to ſtand between; 
The ſcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling, 


They mourn for me without diſſembling. 7 
| G My 
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My 3 friends, whoſe tender hearts, 
Have better learn'd to act their parts, 
Receive the news in doleful dumps; 
The Dean is dead (pray what is trumps ?). 
Then, Lord have-mercy on his ſoul ! 

« Ladies (P11 venture for the vole) - 
Six Deans, they ſay, muſt bear the pall ; 
« (I wiſh I knew what King to call.) 

« Madam, your huſband will attend, 

« The fun'ral of ſo good a friend; 

« No Madam, tis a ſhocking fight, 
And he's engag'd to-morrow-night ; 

« My Lady Club will take it ill, 

« If he odd fail her at Quadrille; ; 
He lov'd the Dean---(I lead a heart,) 
« But deareſt friends, they ſay, muſt part; 
&« His time was come, he ran his race; 

« We hope he's in a better place.” 


Why do we fiene that friends ſhould die! 
No loſs more eaſy to ſupply. 
One year 1s paſt ; a diff rent ſcene. 
No farther mention of the Dean, 
Who, now alas ! is no more miſt, 
Than if he never did exiſt ; 
Where's now the fav'rite of Apollo ? 
Departed :i—and his works mult follow, 
Muſt undergo the common fate, 
His kind of wit is out of date. 


Some country Squire to Lintot goes, 
Inquires for Swift in verſe and proſe; 
Says LIN TOT, “ I have heard the name, 
He dy'd a year ago.“ The ſame ; 
He N all the ſhop in vain. 

„ Sir, you may find him in Duck-lane ; 

« 1 ſent them with a load of books, 

* Laſt Monday to the paſtry cook's ; 


To 
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« To fancy they could live a year! 
I find you're but a ſtranger here. 

„ The Dean was famous in his time, 

« And had a kind of knack at rhyme ; 
« His way of writing now is paſt, 
The town has got a better taſte. 
« I keep no antiquated ſtuff ; 

« But, ſpick and ſpan, I have enough. 


Suppoſe me dead, and then ſuppoſe, 
A club aſſembled at the Roſe ; 
Where from diſcourſe of this and that, 
grow the ſubject of their chat; 
And while they toſs my name about, 
With favour ſome, and ſome withont ; 
One, quite indiff rent in the cauſe, 
My character impartial draws. 


The Dean, if we believe report, 
Was never ill-receiv'd at court; 
Although irronically grave, 
He ſham d the fool, and laſh'd the knave; 
To ſteal a hint was never known, 
But what he writ was all his own. 
« Sir J have heard another ſtory, 
He was a moſt confounded Tory; 
« And grew, or he is much bely'd, 
e Extreamly dull before he dy'd.“ 


Can we the Drapier then forget? 
Is not our nation in his debt ? 
"I'was he that writ the Drapier's letters! 
He ſhould have left them for his betters 


We had a hundred abler men, 


Nor, need depend upon his pen ; 

Say what you will about his reading, 

You never can defend his breeding ; 

Who, in his ſatires, running riot, 

Could never leave the world in quiet; 
G 2 „ Attackin; 
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« Attacking, when he took the whim, 
Court, city, camp, —all one to him.“ 


Perhaps I may allow, the Dean 
Had too much ſatire in his vein ; 
And ſeem'd determin'd not to ſtarve it, 
Becauſe, no age could more deſerve it; 
Yet malice never was his aim; 
He laſh'd the vice, but ſpar'd-the nameg 
His fatire points at no defect, 
But what all mortals may correct; 
For he abhor'd that ſenſeleſs 1 
Who call it humour when they gibe; 
Thoſe, who their ignorance conteſt, 
He nc'er offended with a jeſt ; 
But laugh'd to heaf an 1diot quote 
A verſe from Horace, learn'd by rote; 
Vice, if it e'er can be abaſh'd, 
Muſt be, or ridicuPd or laſh'd; 
If you reſent it, who's to blame ? 
He, neither knew you, nor your name; 
Should viee expect to ſcape rebuke, 
Becaule its owner is a Duke? 


He never thought an honour done him, 
Becauſe a Peer was proud to own him ; 
Would rather ſlip aſide, and chuſe, 

To talk with wits in dirty ſhoes , 
And ſcorn'd the fools with ftars and garters, 
So often ſeen careſſing CHarRTREs ; 
He never courted men in ſtation, 
Nor perſons held in admiration 
Of no man's greatneſs was afraid, 
Becauſe he ſought for no man's aid ; 
Tho! truſted long in great affairs, 
He gave himſelf no haughty airs ; 
Without regarding private ends, 

. Spent all his credit for his friends ; 
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And only choſe the wiſe and good ; 
No flatt'rers, no allies in blood; 
But ſuccour'd virtue in diſtreſs, 


And ſeldom fail'd of good ſuccels ; 
As numbers in their hearts muſt own, 


Who, but for him, had been unknown; 


He kept with Princes due decorum, 
Yet never ſtood in awe before *em ; 
He follow*d David's leſſon juſt ; 

In Princes never put your truſt ; 
And would you make him truly ſour, 
Provoke him with a ſlave in power. 


Fair liberty was all his cry, 
For her, he ſtood prepar'd to die 
For her, he boldly ſtood alone, 
For her, he oft expos'd his own ; 
Two kingdoms, juſt as faction led, 
Had ſet a price upon his head; 
But not a traitor could be found, 


To ſell him for fix hundred pound. 


He labour'd many a fruitleſs hour, 
To reconcile. his friends in power; 
Saw miſchief by a faction brewing, 
While they purſu'd each other's ruin; 
But, finding vain was all his care, 
He left the court in mere deſpair. 


By innocence and reſolution, 


He bore continual perſecution ; 


While numbers to preferment roſe, - 
Whoſe merit was, to be his foes; - 
When c'en his own familiar friends, 
Intent upon their private ends, 

Like Renegadoes, now he feels, 
Againſt him, lifting up their heels. 


G "+ « Alas! 
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“ Alas! Poor Dean ! his only ſcope, 
«© Was to be held a Mis AN THROPE; 
46 His zeal was not to laſh our crimes, 
“ But diſcontent againſt the times; 
„ For had we made him timely offers, 
« To raiſe his poſt, or fill his coffers ; 
Perhaps he might have truckled down, 
« Like other brethren of his gown ; 
« For party he would ſcarce have bled ; 
« Tl ſay no more-—becauſe he's dead — 
„% What writings has he left behind? 
„ I hear they're of a diffrent kind; 
« A few in verſe but moſt in pfofe, 
«© Some high-flown pamphlets, I ſuppoſe;— 
Or libels yet conceaPd' from fight, 
«& Againſt the court to ſhew his ſpight ; 
« Perhaps his travels, part the third; 
A lie at every ſecond word —— | 
«« Offenſive to a loyal ear :--- 
T But---not one ſermon you may iw car. 


He knew a hundred pleaſing ſtories, 
With all the turns of Whigs and Tories ; 
Was chearful to his dying day, 7 
And friends would let him have his way. 


As for his works in verſe or proſe, 
1 own myſelf no judge of thoſe ; 
Nor can I tell what critics thought em ; | 
But this I know, all people bought 'em, 
As with a moral view deſign'd, 
To pleaſe and to reform mankind ; 
And if he often miſt his aim, 55 
The world muſt own it, to their ſhame, 
The praiſe is his, and « PAS the blame. 
He gave the little wealth he had, 
To build a houſe for fools, and mad; 
To ſhew by one ſatiric touch, 


No nation wanted it ſo much; 
| That 
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Chat kingdom he hath left his debtor, 


with it ſoon may have à better; 
And, fince you dread no farther laſhes,  _ 
Me thinks, you may forgive his aſhes. © 


. 


The Delayer. 


N reformation bent, and growing wile, 
6 To morrow Pl begin indeed” Jack cries; 

To-morrow, and to-morrow's gone, and o'er, 
Yet Jack's the ſame ſad dog he was before; 
Still he, to-morrow, gravity aſſumes, 
Day follows day, yet no ſuch morrow comes; 
But ev'ry day, and preſent hours are ſeen, 
Such as have paſt, as yeſterday have been, 
Prithee, no more of your to-morrows prate, 
Cou'd you grow wiſe to-morrow, *twould be late; 
Be late, tho? not a moment you delay, 
He's only wiſe, who was ſo yeſterday. 


Epitaph to the Z Pie-houſe, memory f Nell Batchelor, 
an Oxfor d Pye-Moman. 


ERE deep in the duſt, 
The mouldy old cruſt, 
Of Nell Batchelor lately was ſhoven ; ; 
Who was {k1IPd in the arts, 
Of pies, puddings, and tarts, 
And knew every ule of the oven. 
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When ſhe livd long enough, 
She made her laſt puff, 
A puff by her huſband much praig'd ; 
N ow here ſhe doth lie, 
And makes a dirt pye, 
In hopes that her cruſt will be rais'd. 


ZOOCCCOIOIICOOCDOODON 


Ln Ode for Mufic, On the Longitude. 


RECITATIV O. 


"HE Longitude miſt on, 
By wicked Will. Whiſton ; 
And not better hit on, 
By good Maſter Ditton. 


RITURNELLO. 


So Ditton and Whiſton, 
May both be bep=— ſit on; 
And Whiſton and Ditton 
May both be beſh——t on. 


Sing Ditton 
 Beſh=——t on; 3 


And Whiſton 
Bep——t on. 


Sing Ditton and Whiſton, 
And Whiſton and Ditton, 
Beſh- t and bep ſt on, 
Bep ſt and beſn t on. 
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The Travellers. 


HEN things inanimate could ſpeak, 

FIRE once agreed with WATER : 
A friendly jaunt, one day to take, 
But where, tis no great matter. 


It happen'd that the day before 
Each left their diff' rent ſtation ; 

They choſe a third, worth twenty more, - 
And that was REPUTATION. 


The three companions now reflect, 
It chance ſhould once divide *em, 

How each their letters might direct, 
Or who ſhou'd ſureſt guide em. 


Says WATER. friends you'll hear my name, 
Tho' loſt upon a mountain; 
Inquire at any murmuring ſtream, 
Or ſeek me in a fountain: 


Some time from deep caſcades I pour, 
Thro' meadows gently glide ; 

I drop a dew, deſcend a ſhower, 
Or thunder in a tide. 


| Your reſtleſs make, quoth F FIRE, 1 know, 
Juſt like your parent ocean; 
I love to rove as well as you, 
My life conſiſts in motion. 


G 5 In 
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In poets, all my marks appear, 
Since ſmoke and flaſh reveal me; 

To Port and CHURCHILL, always near, 
And SMART Cannot .conceal me. 


In Mir ron s page I glow, by art, 
One flame, intenſe and even ; 

In SyHaktsPEaR's blaze, a ſudden ſtart, 
Like light'ning flaſh'd from heaven. 


= In many more, as well as they, 
3 Thro' various forms J ſhift; 

# Pm gently lambient like a Gar, 
But brighteſt when a SWIFT. 


= From ſmoak, ſure tidings you may get, 

| It can't ſubſiſt without me; 

Or find me, like ſome fond coquet, 
With fifty ſparks about me. 


The beſt of ſlaves Pm call'd by men. 
When bound in proper durance ; 

But if I once do miſchief, then, —— 
Pm heard of at th* inſurance. 


Alas! poor REPUTATION cry'd, 
How happy in each other ! 

Such ſignal marks muſt ſurely guide, 
Each Nraggler to his brother. 


"Tis I alone muſt be undone, 
Such ill has fate deſign'd me; 

If I be loſt, *ris-ten to one, | 
You. never more will find me, 


EPIGRAM. 
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E PIO MM 
OM ever jovial, ever gay, 
To appetite a ſlave ; 
Still whores and drinks his life away, 
And laughs to ſee me grave. 


"Tis thus, that we two diſagree, 
So different is our whim ; 

The fellow fondly laughs at me 
And I could cry for him. 
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London Street Walker going to Bed. 


ELINDA, pride of Drury-Lane, 
For whom no ſhepherd ſighs in vain ;, 

Never did Covent-Garden boalt, 
So bright a batter'd ſtrolling toalt ! 
No drunken rake to pick herup, 
No cellar where on tick to ſup; 
Returning at the mid-night hour, 
Four ſtories climbing to her bow'r ; 
Then ſeated on her three legg'd chair, 
Takes off her artificial hair; 
Now picking out a chryſtal eye, 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by; 
Her eye-brows from a mouſe's hide, 
Stuck on with art on either ſide ; , 
Pulls off with care, and firſt diſplays *em, _ 
Then in a play-book ſmoothly lays *em ;, 
| Tons How 
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Now dextrouſly ſhe plumpers draws, _ 
That ſerve to fill her hollow jaws ; 
Untwiſts a wire and from her gums, 

A ſet of teeth compleatly comes ; 
Pulls out the rags contriv'd to prop, 


Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. . 


Proceeding on, the lovely Goddeſs, . 
Unlaces next her ſteel-rib'd boddice ; 
Which, by the operator's ſkill, 
Preſs down the lumps, the hollows fill ; . 
Up goes her hand and off Ihe ſlips, 
The bolſters that ſupply her hips ; . 
With gentleſt touch, ſhe next explores, 
Her ſhankers, iſſues, running ſores ; 
Effects of many a ſad diſaſter, 

And then to each applies a plaiſter; 
But muſt before ſhe goes to bed, 2 
Rub of. the daubs of white and red ; 
And {ſmooth the furrows in her front, 
With greafy paper ſtuck upon't. 


She takes a bolus e'er ſhe ſleeps, 


And then between two blankets creeps ; . 


With pains of love tormented lies, 
Or if ſhe chance to cloſe her eyes, 
Of Bridewell and the Counter dreams, 


And feels the laſh, and faintly ſcreams ; . 


Or by a faithleſs bully drawn, 

At ſome hedge tavern lies in pawn ; 
Or to Jamaica ſeems tranſported, 
Alone, and by no planter courted ; 
Or, near Fleet ditches oozy brinks, 
Surrounded with a hundred ſtinks, 
Belated ſeems on watch to lie, 

And ſnap ſome cully paſling by ; 

Or ftruck with fear her fancy runs, 
On watchmen, conſtables, and duns; 


From 
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From whom ſhe meets with frequent rubs, 
But never from religious clubs; 

Whoſe favour ſhe 1s ſure to find, 

Becauſe ſhe pays them all in kind. 


BELIx DA wakes, A dreadful fight ! 
Behold the ruins of the night! 
A wicked rat her plaiſter ſtole, 


Half eat, and dragg'd it to his hole; 


The chryſtal eye, alas! is miſt ; 
And puſs had on her plumpers piſt ; 
A pidgeon pick'd her iſſue peas ; 


And ſhock, her treſſes fill'd with fleas. - 


The nymph, tho? in this mangled plight, E 
Muſt, every morn, her limbs unite 
But how ſhall J deſcribe her arts, 
To recolle& her ſcatter'd parts? 
Or ſhew the anguiſh, toil, and pain, 


Of gathering up her ſelf again? 


The baſhful muſe will never bear, 


In ſuch a ſcene to intertere ; 


BeLinDa, in the morning doizer'd, 


Who ſees will ſpue, who ſmells be poiſon'd. 


-- --- --. 
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8 Collin ſaunter'd with his bride, 

A rural Squire the cou 5 ſpy d; 
When tripping to em, Cor, ſays he, 
This beauty thine? it ne'er can 1 z 
Troth! but ſhe is, cry'd lubber lout; 
Then, quoth his worſhip, turn about, a 
And let me kiſs her damaſk lip ; 
I muſt, I will, but juſt a fp ;.. 
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When I am marrled, here's my hand, 
A kiſs ſhall be at thy command. 


Nay, and its ſo, cries honeſt GOT: 
You” re welcome, ſure, to buſs our DoLL. 


The *Squire his eager 110 applies; 
uick to her cheek the colour flies; 
„Thank ye, ſweet Sir”---away ſhe hies. 


But now his worſhip, folks declare, 
Is maried to a beauteous fair; 
Briſk CoLL1N haſtes; he ſees the Squire; 
The lady comes ; his heart's on fire ; 
Quoth Cour, and grins---good Zir, I wot, 
Your word you have not yet forgot: 
No, No ;---Why then I'll kiſs the dame; 
He ſmuggles, till ſhe cries,---for ſhame. 


The clown retires with awkard bow; 
« A worthy gentleman I trow ; _ 
« But when our DoLLy's lips he preſs'd, 
« Twiſh he'd carried on the jeſt; 
& For, had they ſlipt between the ſheets, 
O! I had taſted honey ſweets,” 


The FIRST PAIR. 


DAM alone, could not be eaſy, 
So he muſt have a wife, an * Fe 3, 
And how did he procure this wife ? 
To cheer his ſolitary life ? 
Out of a rib, Sir, from his fide, 
Was form'd this neceſſary bride ; 


But 
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But how did he the pain beguile ? 

How ?—He flept ſweetly all the while; 
And when this rib was re-apply'd, 

In woman's form to Adam's fide ; 

How then, I pray. you, did it anſwer ? 
He never flept ſo ſweet again, Sir.“ Fe 
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Modern bbc. 


IVE me a maid, (whene'er J take a wife) 
Inured to domeſtic cares of life; 
With mind unſtain'd by vanity, or art, 
Bleſt with good nature, chuſing virtue's part; 
Tho' modeſt, chearful ; love, her aim, her end; 
To truth, religion, and to me, a friend; 
Her tender boſom ſhall my heart retain, 
From all the world counts great, or I call vain : 
May grace be in her ſoul, heav'n in her eye; 


With her, Fd chuſe to live---with her, to die. 


-_ 
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An 22 to Proſperity. 


ELESTIAL maid ! receive this prayer, 
6 If e' er thy beam divine, | 
Should gild — brow of toiling care, 

And bleſs a hut like mine. 
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Let humble worth, without a fear, 
Approach my ready door ; 
Nor let me ever ſee a tear, 
Regardleſs, from the poor! 
EO O! bleſs 


O] bleſs me with an honeſt mind, 
Above all ſelfiſh ends; 

Humanely warm to all mankind, 
And cordial to my friends. 


With conſcious truth and honour ſtill, 
My actions let me guide; 

And give no fear, but that of ill, 
No ſcorn, but that of pride. 


Thus form'd, thus happy, let me dare, 
On heav'n's dread King to gaze, 
Conclude my night in ardent pray'r, 
And wake my morn with praiſe. 


That hence my ſoul may hope to prove, 
The utmoſt Saints can know; 

And ſhare his gracious ſmile above, 
Whoſe laws we keep below. 


PPP 


STIMILIES.— , MOL Z. 


AV paſſion is as muſtard ſtrong; 
M I fit all ſober ſadz, 
Drunk as a piper all day long, 

Or like a march hare mad. 


Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
I drink, yet can't forget her; 
For tho? as drunk as David's ſow, 
I love her {till the better. 


Pert as a Pear-monger, I'd be, 
If Molly were but kind; 

Cool as a cucumber could ſee 
The reſt of womankind. 


Like. 


E 


Like a ſtuck pig, I gaping ſtare, 

And eye her o' er and o'er ; 
Lean as a rake, with fighs and care, 
Sleek as a mouſe before, 


Plump as a partridge was I known, 
And ſoft as ſilk my ſkin ; 

My cheeks as fat as butter grown; 
But as a prone, now — 


I, melancholy as a cat, 

Am kept awake to weep ;: 
But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 
Sound as a W can ſleep. 


Hard is kin heart, as flint or ſtone; . 
She laughs to ſee me pale; 

And, merry as a grig, is grown, 
And briſk as bottled ale. 


The God of love at her approach, . 
Is buſy as a bee! 

Hearts ſound as any bell, or roach, . 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


Ay me! as thick as hops, or hail, 
The fine men croud about her ; 3 

But ſoon as dead. as a door nail, 

Shall TI be, if without her. 


Strait as my leg, her ſhape appears; 
Oh! were we join'd together! 

My heart would be ſcot- free from eee 
And lighter than a feather. 


As fine as five-pence i is her mein, ; 1 

No drum was ever tighter; | 
Her glance is as a razor keen, 

And not the ſun is brighter, . 2 


26 "BD - 
rere 


R 2 5 

IS Dx — . HS, 6 8 2 
n R 
88 4 


* 


8 > ay £ — *. N * Woe" X 3 A 
_— — — = - 
Es — — _ 
3 ' 
9 "i = 
. ws . - * 1 


E 


As ſoft as pap, her kiſſes are; 
| Methinks, I taſte them, yet; 
Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as black as jet. 


As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds; 
Her pretty hand invites; 
Sharp as a needle are her words ; 
Her wit like pepper bites. 


Briſk as a body. louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt; 

Sweet as a roſe her breath and lips, 
Round as the globe, her breaſt. 


Full as an egg, was I with glee, 

And happy as a King! 

Good Lord! Lian all men envy'd me! 
She lov'd like any thing : 


But falſe as hell, ſhe like the wind, 
Chang'd, as her ſex muſt do ; 

Tho' ſeeming as the turtle kind, 
And like the goſpel, true. 


If I and Molly could agree, 
Let who would take Peru ; 

Great as Emp'ror ſhould I be, 
And richer than a Jew. 


Till you grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dull as any poſt ; 

Let us like burrs, together ſtick, 
And warm as any toaſt, 


You'll find me truer than a die, 
And with me better fpeed ; 
Flat as a flounder, when Tlie, 


And, as a herring, dead. 


Sure 
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By elegant obſervers? What my pride, 
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Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, 
And figh perhaps, and wiſh, 
When I am rotten-as a pear, 
And mute as any fiſh, 


On P OMP. 
HAT profit golden heaps ak by the 


pound ? 
Or if a thouſand oxen plow my ground! 8 
What profits me my houſe, although it ſtands, 
On ſtately columns wrought by curious hands? 


Or woods about my dwelling, ſet for ſtate ? 


Which ſeem, the ſacred groves to imitate ? 
My gilded cielings, floor with marble pav'd, 
Or my rich ſhining ſide-board, ſo much cray'd, . 
In coſtly hangings in rich colours dy'd ? .' 
Or what beſides the vulgar ſets on fire, 
Who ſtill moſt envy, where they moſt admire. 
Theſe, but the temp'ral gifts of fortune are; 


And 'tis no pomp can free my thoughts from care. 


Ap A. . * e 


SEPTEMBER ; or, The Sperefinan; 


OW law ad liberty unite, 
The pheaſant's race to kill; 


The partridge tribe to ſtop in ciel, 
The leveretꝰs blood to = 
What 


( 164) 
What has the harmleſs partridge done ? 
The pheaſant what has he, 


Thus doom'd a victim to the gun. 
His lite and liberty ?. 


And frequent, wounded | in his flight, 
Ikn vain to riſe he tries; 
Creeps cloſely to the woodland- ſide, 
And there in anguiſh dies. 


— — 
o 


Poor is the triumph o'er the hare, 
While ſavage men of prey; 

In wildeft uproar urge the chace, 
With dogs leſs wild than they. 
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A thouſand winds, a thouſand ſhifts, 
The worried leveret tries; 

Till jaded, breathleſs, faint, and loſt, | | 
By the woodſide he dies. q 
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Cloſe by that wood which gave him birth, 
* And frequent ſhelter too; 
He yields to fate his earthly breath, 
Which feeling hearts would rue ! 
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| But feeling hearts, and ſporting ſouls, 

1 In no communion run; 

The ſportſman triumphs o'ex his bowls, 
And boaſts of MURDER done. 


PP 


On a Young Lady. 


— a nymph, with ev'ry virtue grac'd, 
Minerva's head on Venus” ſhoulders plac'd ! 
Kind nature here, diſplays her niceſt art, 


With ſweet relievos hides the ſoundeſt heart; * 
But 
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But while it hides, it elegantly tells 

With what benevolence her boſom ſwells; 
Here's beauty mental, moral, and divine, 
To charm the lover, and his thoughts reſine. 


On the Word REPRESENTATIVE. 


O repreſent, is but to perſonate, 
Which ſhou'd be truly done at any rate 
Thus they, who're fairly choſe without a „ 
Shopld give their votes, no doubt, with liberty ; 
But when a ſeat is ſold by th' venal tribe, 
He repreſents them beſt, he takes a bribe. 


On the Shortneſs of Human | Life. 


IKE as a damaſk roſe you ſee, | 
Or like the bloſſom oa the trees 
Or like the dainty flower in May, 
Or like the morning to the day; 

Or like the ſun, or like the ſhade, 
Or like the gourd which Jonas had ; 
F'en ſuch is man, whoſe thread is ſpun, 
Drawn out, and cut, and ſo is done; 
Withers the role, the bloſſom blaſts, 
The flower fades, the morning haſtes, 
The ſun doth ſet, the ſhadows fly, 
"The goard conſumes, and mortals die. 


Like to the graſs that's newly ſprung, 
Or like a tale tat s new begun · 
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Or like a bird that's here to day, 
Or like the pearled few of May; 
Or like an hour, or like a ſpan, 
Or like the ſinging of a ſwan. 
E'en ſuch is man, who lives by breath, 
Is here, now there, in life and death ; 
The graſs decays, the tale doth end, 
The bird is flown, the dews aſcend ; 
The hour is ſhort, the ſpan not long, 
The ſwan's near death, man's life 1s done. 


Like to the bubble in the brook, 

Or in a glaſs much like a look ; 

Or like the ſhuttle in the hand, 

Or like the writing in the ſand ; 

Or like a thought, or like a dream, 

Or like the gliding of the ſtream ; © 

E'en ſuch is man, who lives by breath, 

Is here, now there, in life and death ; 
The bubble's burſt, the look's forgot, 

The ſhuttle's flung, the writing's blot ; 

The thought is paſt, the dream is gone, 
The water glides; man's life is done. 


* e . K. K üb. dk. K. h. ir . 
E pitaph on Captain Jones, 


Who publiſhed ſome marwellous Arconuts on his Travel; x 
the 2 of all which he thought proper to teſtify by 


AFFIDAVET. 


READ ſoftly, mortals, o'er the bots 
Of the world's wonder, Capt. Jones ! 
Who told his glorious deeds to many, 
But never was beliey'd by any, 
Poſterity let this ſuffice, 
He {wore all's my yet here he lies. 
P Portrait 


Portrait from Life. 
By Dr. SWIFT. 
OME fit by my fide, while this picture I draw, 


In chatt'ring a mag-pye, in pride a jack-daw ; 
A temper, the Devil himſelf cou'd not bridle, 
Impertinent mixture of buſy and idle; 
As rude as a bear, no mule halt o arabbed; 
She ſwils like a ſow, and ſhe breeds like a rabbit; 
A houſewife in bed, at table a flattern, 
For all an example, for no one a pattern; 
Now tell me, friend (a) Thomas (b) Ford, (b) Grattan 
and (c) merry Dan, 
Has this any likeneſs to good Madam Sheridan. 


(a) Pr. Sheridan, (bb) the Dean's friends, (e) Mr D. Jackſon, 
£SSSSSSSS:SSSSSSDSSSSS 


An EPIGKRA A, 


On ſeeing a Young Lady writing Verſes with a Hole 
in her Stocking. 


O ſee a Lady of ſuch grace, 
With ſo much ſenſe and ſuch a face, 
So ſlatternly, is ſhocking ; 
Oh! if you would with Venus vie, 
Your pen and poetry lay by, 
And lem to mend your ſtocking. 


Who's 
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Who's the Greateſt Sinner. 


EVEN times a day the juſt men ſin, 

So ſpeaks the ſage our hearts to ſoften ; 
Well, the juſt women, they fall in! 
Ah! But no 75 can tell Hove often. 


OD COD 


Mr. Faſter PowelP's Account of his Por formance i 2 
walking from London to York and back, in 
Six Days. | 


Set ont from Hick's-Hall on the 29th November, 

1773, about twenty minutes paſt twelve in the 
morning, for a wager of One Hundred Guineas, 
which I was to perform in ſix days by going to York, 
and returning to the above 2 


I got to Stamford about nine in the evening. 


Now. 30th. Set out from Stamford about five in 
the morning, got to Doncaſter about twelve at night. 


December 1. Set out from Doncaſter about five 
in the morning, got to Vork at half paſt two in the 
afternoon; departed from Vork about ſix the ſame 
afternoon, and got to Terry DUGge about ten that night, 


December 24. Set out from F errybridge at five in 
the morning, and got to Grantham out twelve at 
night. 

Die: 34. . Set out from Gena at fix in the 
morning, and got to the WR at Eaton about eleven 
at night. Es | 

Dec. 


669 
Dec. 4th. Set out from Eaton the ſixth and laſt 


Aay, about four in the morning, and atrived at 
Hickes's-Hall about half paſt fix in the evening. 


Mr. FOSTER POWELL was born at Horsforth, 
in Yorkſhire, 1739, is about five feet eight inches 
high, his body flim, his legs and thighs ſtout. 


NN TD SSSI 
I EPIGRAM. 

S Tom was, one day, in deep chat with his 
friend, LORE: 1 | 
e gravely adyis'd him, his manners to mend; 


That his morals were bad, he had heard it from many, 
They lie, reply'd Tom, for T never had any. 


dotorttuotacttectoeectcthoeebachch | 


On WILLIAM SHENSTONE, Eſq; 
nne 


HOE' ER thou art, with rev'rence tread 
The ſacred manſions of the dead 
Not that the monumental buſt, N 
Or ſumptuous tomb here guards the duſt 
Of rich or great; let wealth, rank, birth, 
Sleep undiſtinguiſh'd in the earth; 
This ſimple urn records a name, 
That ſnines with moſt exalted fame. 
Reader, if genius, taſte refin'd, 
A native elegance of mind; 
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If virtue, ſcience, manly ſenſe, 

It wit, that nevex gave offence ; 

The cleareſt head, the tendereſt heart, | 
In thy eſteem e' er claim'd a part; 

Ah! ſmite thy breaſt, and drop a tear; 
For, know, thy Shenſtone's duſt lies here. 


chotckcbobotobt tot cock hte otackets oh 


Epitaph on Lord Chatham. 


C HOU'D ſome good Briton, in a future age, 
Mule o'er the tales of our hiſtoric page, 

And hap'ly weeping o'er his country's woes, 

Aſk © where does CyaTHam's ſacred duſt repoſe ?” 

Proudly, ſhalt thou, O Monument ! relate, 

Here lies that Atlas of the Britiſh ſtate.” 

Thy name, O'patriot ! permanently great, 

Tells death, his triumph is but half compleat; 

Vet, while the ſad eulogium of a tear, 

From public love, aſpires to grace thy bier; 

Fame ſhall re- echo, round our penſive ſhore, 4 

Let Bourbon triumph! CHAT HAM is no more.” 
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oP its abſurd, impertinent, and vain, | 
To wiſh for ſomething, which we can't obtain! 
Liſe's preſent comforts, this at once deſtroys, 
And makes us reſtleſs, for untaſted joys. 


_ Heav'n kindly grants the boon, which we implore, 


That bcon receiv'd, we murmur as before: | 
| | By 


ny wild caprice, from youth to age, we're led, 1 

Nor ceaſe complaints, till number'd with the dead. | 

X Thoſe things we fondly doat on, when poſſeſt, 
Inſipid grow, and are no more careſs' d; 

One point obtain'd, another ſtrikes the ſight, 

And, hopes delude us with a dazzling light. 
The miſer, brooding o'er his golden heap, 

Can no enjoyment, from poſſeſſion reap ; 

But always thirſting to increaſe his ſtore, 

& In plenty pines, ridiculouſly. poor. 

Ihe youthful ſtateſman, by ambition fir'd, 
Burns with impatience, for the point defir'd ; 

But, &er the wiſh'd for proſpect is in view, 
Soon, ſoon, he pants another to puriue. Af 

LEive me a horſe,” HILARIA cries “I'll ride, TY 
There's no diverſion in the world beſide ; 3 
Till fancy gently whiſpers in his ear, | . 1 

Miethinks a pair would more genteel appear“ i 

Theſe, when obtain'd, unnumber'd wants create, 
Nou ſplendor charms him, equipage, and ftate ; 

Shifting about, inconſtant as the wind, 

In various ſchemes, at various times inclin'd ; 

== Whatc'er is preſent, gives a tranſcient joy, 
New objects ſtrike him, and as quickly cloy. 
Fantaſcus, weary'd out with town delights, 
Days, ſpent in nonſenſe, and luxurious nights; 

Flies to the country, there expects to meet 

| Eaſe for his mind, and happineſs complete; 

But {till paſt ſorrows are impreſs'd ſo ſtrong, 

No rural ſcenes can entertain him long. 

By fancy prompt, and greedy love of gain, 
Mercator braves the rough tempeſtuous main; „ 
To diſtant regions ſails with heart elate, 14 
And home returns, both opulent and great; | | 
But has Mercator found, by change of air, _ 
The richeſt prize, an antidote for care? 

Sir Flutter hates a ſolitary life, 

And turns his thoughts on family, and wife; 
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By them, imagines to ſecure content; — 
New cares perplex him. furniture and rent; 
With children bleſt, anxiety commences, 

He talks of nothing then, but vaſt expences; 
Thus, diſcontent ſeems woven in our frame, 
And perfect bliſs, is nothing but a name; 
Yet, if we ſtrove, with diligence ſincere, 

To keep our breaſt from cank'ring envy clear-; 
Much of this peeviſh humour wou'd ſubſide. ; 
The greateſt bar to happineſs, is pride. 


. 
On the Death of Dr. YOUNG, 


Author of, the Nicur TrovuGcnrs. 


HILST late' for pe NPR party tears have 
flowyn, 
Britannia maurns misfortunes, now her own ; 
Stript of her rays, in the immortal YounG, 
Who virtue taught, and who ſublumely ſung : 
'Who:laſh'd each vice, a moraliſt indeed, 
A friendly ſatyriſt, by ſenſe decreed'; 
Father of eloquence, above deſign, 
An unambitious, noble, great divine:;. 
Who, ſhackled mitres with contempt obſery'd, 
And knew, but aſk'd not, what his worth n d.; 
Lifted in life, he conſecrated Night, | 
To books fair advocates, and virtue bright; 
On hope's ſtraw Babylons, he ſcorn'd to build, 
Or, on Truth's altar, ſuperſtition b'gild ; 
From hence, let genius ſeek the humble earth, 
And learn with him, that death is twin with birth 5 
Renew'd by ſeaſons (like ſweet Virgil's tomb) 
May Young's ſuperior ſhrine, for ever bloom; 
The mules bard, the Engliſh mentor gone, 
* the flattery of the Parian ſtone. 
1 * See Night Wr 
i 27 | EPIGRAM. 
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Tr ĩ˙ ©. 


AYS Epicure Quin, «ſhould the devil in hell, 
« In fiſhing for men take delight; 
© His hook bait with ven'ſon, I love it fo well, 
« By G== I am ſure I ſhould bite.“ 


YOCCOCOOOOCOOOCOOCDCO 
An E P ITA P H. 


NDERNEATH this turf doth lie, 
Back to back, my wife and I; 

Generous ſtranger, ſpare the tear, 

For could ſhe ſpeak, I cannot hear 4 

Happier far than when in life, 

Free from noiſe, and free from ſtrife ; 
When the laſt trump the air ſhall fill, 

If ſhe gets up, III cen lie ſtill, 


Learning, Genius, and Virtue, 


Inſcribed to Dr. ROBERT LOWTH, Biſhop of 
Lonpon. 1778, 


S late with Genius, VirTvue ſtray'd, 
| Beneath the laurel woven ſhade, 
Where fam'd Caſtalia's Naiads pour, 
From chryſtal urns, the ſilver ſhower, 
Fair Gen1vs join'd the mules train, 
That conſtant hymn th' immortal ſtrain ; 
H 3 Her 
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In 
Her fav'rite votaries grac'd the theme, 
And lull'd the gentle falling ſtream. 
Of Mil rox, Gray, the goddeſs fung, 
In ſtrains, inchanting as their ſong ; 

Whoſe laurels crown their generous toil, 
Immortal NewTon, Locke, and Borun; 
Then twin'd the bays, to grace his name, 

Whoſe merits claim'd an equal fame ; 
While Virtue, midſt the heavenly choir, 
Tun'd her voice, and ftrung the lyre; 

She ſung the good of every age, 

Whoſe lives adorn th' hiſtoric page; 
Who ne'er their truth, or honour ſold, 
Whoſe hands refus'd the venal gold; 
Undazzled by the pomp of ſtate, 

Greatly poor, and umbly great; 

Fheſe, by no lordly pow'r oppreſs'd, * 
The widow and the orphan bleſs*d z } 
Of names like theſe, her verſe compos d, 1 
Nor clos'd the ſong, till evening clo#d ; 
Then twin'd the bays, to grace his name, 
Whoſe merits claim'd an equal fame; 

Theſe, from their hands, fair VIRTUE took, 
With placid eye, and modeſt look ; 

Then, ſweetly ſmiling, twin'd them both, 
To grace the brows, of Claſſic LOW-LH, 


wat ace SOS es er 


"The Dying Rakes Soliloguy. 


N the fever of youth, ev'ry pulſe in a flame, 
Regardleſs of fortune, of health, and of fame; 
Gay pleaſure my aim, and profuſion my pride, 
No vice was untaſted, no wiſh was deny'd ; 
Grown headſtrong and haughty, capricious and vain, 


Not decency aw'd me, nor laws could reſtrain ; 1 
he 
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The vigils of Comus and Venus I kept, 

Though tired, not ſated; in ſunſhine I flept.* . 

All my appetit es pall'd, I no pleaſure enjoy'd, 

Exceſs made em taſteleſs, their frequency cloy d; 

When my health and my fortune to riot gave way, 

And my parts, and my vigour, felt total decay; 

The doctors were ſent for, who, greedy of fees, 

Engag'd that their ſkill, ſhould remove the diſeaſe; 

With looks moſt important, each ſymptom was 
weigh'd, 

And the farce of preſcription full gravely was play'd 

Reduc'd by their arts, and quite worn to a lath, 

My carcaſe was ſent to the vultures of Bath; 

When drench'd and well-drain'd by the faculty there, 

All the hope that remain'd, was to try native air; 


To my old mortgag'd houſe they Wong's my re- 


mains, 
Scarce a doit in my purſe, ora drop in my veins ; 
No friend to athft, no relation to grieve, 
And ſcarcely a bed, my bare bones to receive; 
With ſolitude cure; and tormented with pain, 
Diſtemper'd my body, diſtracted my brain. 


Thus from folly to vice, and from vice to the grave, 
I fink, of my paſſions the victim and ſlave; 
No longer d ebauch, or companions deceive, 
Rut alarm'd at the vengeance, I'd fain diſbelieve ; 
With horrors foreboding, deſponding I lie, 

Tho. bb of 2 you gg gn. to dic, 


Se S8 o ο 
The Happy Fire- Side. 


HE hearth was clean, the fire clear, 
The kettle on for tea; | 
PALEMON, in his elbow chair, 
As bleſs'd, as man could be. 


H 4 | Clarinda; 
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Clarinda, who his heart oſſeſs'd, 


And was his new- made bride; 
With head reclin'd upon his breaſt, 
Sat toying by his fide. 


Stretch'd at his feet, in happy ſtate, 
A fav'rite dog was laid; 

By whom a little ſportive cat, 
In wanton humour, play“ d. 


Clarinda's hand, he gently pre, 
She ſtole an am'rous kiſs ; 

And bluſhing, modeſtly confeſs'd, 
The fullneſs of her bliſs. 


Palemon, with a * elate, 
Pray'd to Almighty Jove; 
That it might ever be his fate, 


Juſt ſo to live, and love. 


Be this eternity, he cry'd, 
And let no more be given; 
Continue thus, my lov'd fire-fide,” | 
I aſk no other: heaven. 1 


5 
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On TIME. 


Gay. is thereaught that can convey, 
An image of its tranſient ſtay ! 

Tis an hand's breadth ; *tis a tale; 

"Tis a veſſel under fail ; 

Tis a courſer's ſtraining ſeed ; 

"Tis a ſhuttle in its ſpeed; 

*Tis an eagle in its way, 

Darting down upon its prey; l 
, | | h 'T'ts 
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„is an arrow in its flight; | K. gl 
Mocking the purſuing fight ; 4 
Tis a vapour in the air; 1 
"Tis 8 whirlwind ruſhing there 1 
"Tis a ſhort-liv'd fading 2 if 
"Tis a rainbow, on a ſhow's; 5 4 


*Tis a momentary ray, 

Smiling in a winter's day ; 

Tis a torrent's rapid ſtream; 

"Tis a ſhadow ; 'tis a dream; 

*Tis the cloſing watch of night; 
Dying at approaching light ; 

_ *Tis a landſcape vainly gay, 
Painted upon crumbling clay; 
Tis a lamp that waſtes its fires 
"Tis a ſmoke that quick expires z. 
*Tis a bubble ; *tis a ſigh ; 

Be prepar'd, O Man! to die.. 


sss SISSESSE89S 
To Sir Miles Stapleton, Bark, 4 


Wrote by a Yorkſhire Freeholder in May 1734, on the 
Cloſe of the Poll for that County. 


T length the conteſts ceaſe, the courts are clear, . 
Doubt is no more, and joy ſucceeds to care ; 

Succeſs is yours, and gratitude.inclines,.. 

To pay her tribute,. where.ſuch merit ſhines ; - 

Virtue like yours, contemns th? oppoſing ſhock, . 

Of VENAL COURTIERsS, and the SanLE FLock ;. 

For you the bold * BRIOANTES bravely ſtood, 
True to the glories of their ancient blood; 5 

By threats unmov'd, regardleſs of the bait 

Of ſordid bribes, corruption of the State; 

H 5 To 


®The ancient name of the people in Yorkſhire, 


To liberty, bright goddeſs, firmly juſt; 
In you, they place the delegated truſt: *. 


So Rome untainted, her great conſuls chofe, 
Her Caro thus, and thus her Sc1p10 roſe ; 
Indulgent heav'n, to you, compleatly kind, 
Gives elocution, with the nobleſt mind, 

To ſhine in Senates, manage the debate, 

And with your eouncils, prop the tott'ring ſtate; 
In happier times, exert a patriot's care, 

Wrongs to redreſs, and loſſes to repair; 

When BxrirTain calls, and honour points the way, 
With joy you'll follow, and with pride obey ; 
Surpaſs your own great ANCESTORS in fame, 
And wear the“ STARS, familiar to your name. 


® Sir Miles, and Sir Bryan Stapleton, anceſtors to the then 


preſent Baronet, were Knights of the Garter, 


An Anatomical Epitaph on an Invalid. 


Written by HimsELF, 


ERE lies an head, that often ach'd ; 

1 Here lies two hands, that always ſhak'd ; 
Here lies a brain, of odd conceit; 
Here lies a heart, that often beat; 

Here lie two eyes, that daily wept, 
And in the night, but ſeldom ſlept; _ 
Here lies a tongue, that whining talk'd; 
Here he two feet, that feebly walk' d; 
Here lie the midriff, and the breaſt, 
With loads of indigeſtion preſt ; 

Here lies the liver, full of bile, 

That ne'er ſecreted proper chyle; Hers 
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Here lie the bowels, human tripes, 


Tortur'd with wind, and twiſting gripes 3 


Here lies the livid dab, the ſpleen, 
The ſource of life's ſad tragic ſcene ; 


That left fide weight, that clogs the blood, 


And ſtagnates nature's circling flood; 
Here lie the nerves, ſo often twitch'd, 


With painful cramps, and poignant ſtitch ; - 
Here lies the back, oft rackt with pains, 


Corroding kidneys, loins, and reins 
Here lies the ſkin, . by ſcurvy fed, 
With pimples, and eruptions red; 
Here lies the man, from top to toe, 
That fabric, fram'd for. pain and woe; 
He caught a cold, but colder death, 
Compreſt his lungs, and ſtopt his breath 
'The organs could no longer go, 
Becauſe the bellows ceas'd to blow. 


Thus, I diſſect this honeſt friend, 


Who ne'er, till death, was at wit's end; 


For want of ſpirits, herey he fell, 
With higher ſpirits, let him dwell ; 

In future ſtate of peace, and love, 
Where juſt men's perfect ſpirits move, 
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To be ſolved by The Farr. of 1780. 
x 7 HEN Open Breaſts, and *Kerchief'd Gauze, 


Are now ſo modiſn got 
Which ſhall we ſay ? It gives us pauſe, 


r She wou'd”---0r---4 She wou d not ? 
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4 POEM 
By Sir WALTER RALEIGH, 


N HALL Tlike an 2 dwell 
On a rock, or in a cell, 
Calling home the ſmalleſt part, 
That is miſſing of my heart, 

To beſtow it, where I may 

Meet a rival ev'ry day? 

Tf ſhe undervalue me, | 

What care I, how fair ſhe be 2 


Were her treſſes, angel geld; ; 
If a ſtranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 

To convert them to a brayde,. 
And, with little more a-do,. | 
Work them 1 into bracelets too; 
If the mine be grown fo free; 
What care I, how rich i it be? 


Were her hand, as rich a prize, | 
As her hairs, or precious eyes; 
Tf ſhe lay them ont to take, 
Kiſſes, 197 or good manners ſake; 
And let ev'ry lover ſkip, ; 
From her hand, unto her lip; 
If ſhe ſeem not chaſte to me ;- 
What care I, how chaſte ſhe. be k. 


No, ſhe muſt be perfect ſnow, | 
In effect, : as well as ſhow; 


Warming: 
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Warming but, as ſnow-balls do, 
Not like fire, by burning too; | 

But, when ſhe, by change, hath got 

To her heart, a ſecond. Lot; 

Then, if others ſhare with me, 

Farewell her, whate er ſhe be! 


eee a ne dS 


4 POEM. — Occaſimed by the foregoing. 


4 


TAINT, paint no more, no more with blots, 
| Or chequer ſo thy face with ſpots, 

That I muſt view thee, as men ſtrive 

Fo ſee eclipſes, through a fieve ; 

Be thou but pleaſing unto me; 

What care I, what elſe thou be? 
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Be thou fatter, than a hog, _ 
A butcher's doublet, or his dogs | 
Be thy cheeks butter, thy noſe greaſe,  * 
May we make brewis on thy face; | 
Yet if thou do not melt to me 
What care I, how fat thou be? 
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Be thy noſe, like fiery coals, 1522 
Or a grater, full of holes, i aft 
Let it turn up, or elſe hook in, | 
And ſo be claſp'd unto thy chin; 
Yet, if it turn not unto me, 


What care I, how crook' d it be? 


PO ro on, 2 4 Conant 


Though reading, thou muſt look ſo cloſe, 
As thou wert reading with thy noſe ; 
From thine eyes, let filth run more, 
Than broken boil, or plaguy ſore ; 
Yet, if they do not look on me, 
What care I, how foul they be? 
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Canſt thou outſcold a butter wench, 
Or a freſh lawyer, at the bench; 
Canſt thou the noiſe of thunder drown, 
Sour all the beer about the town ? 

Yet, if thou wilt not ſpeak to me; 
What care I, how lou thou be? 


Be thy mouth, like j jaws of death, 
That they who kiſs, muſt kiſs thy teeth; 
And hold by. th' handle of thy chin, 
Leſt their foot ſlip, and they fall in; 
Vet, if thou wilt not gape on me, 

| What care J, how broad it be? 


smells thy breath, like nurſe's clout, 
Or a candle, juſt burnt out ; 
Or ſo, that men miſtake the place, 
And, untruſs coming near thy face; 
Vet, if it ſmell not ſo to me; 
What care I, how ſtrong it be? 


Women, like paper, whilſt they're whi ite, 
Are fit for ev'ry man to write; 
Pd have a miſtreſs ſuch æ one, 
I might be ſare ſhe was my own ;- 
Be thou then, but ſuch to me; 
What care I, what elſe thou be? 


eee ß 
The Relaxation of War; or the Hers Philofephy« 
By the KING of PRUSSIA. . 
LE aa vive a 


In power, authority begins, 


Weakneſs, ſtrength from . wins; 
| Hone iy 
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Honeſty, is credit's wealth, 
Temperance, the ſupport of health ; 
Joys, from calm contentment ſpring, 
Content, is competence, that King! 
Competence, as all may ſee, 

Springs from good ceconomy ; 
Maids, to fan a lover's fire,. 
Sweetneſs, more than charms require; 
Authors, more from truth may gain, 

Than from tropes, that pleaſe the vain z 
Arts, will leſs than virtues tend, 
Happineſs and lite, to blend; 

He that happineſs would get, 
Prudence more, muſt prize, than wit ; 
More than, riches, roſy health, 
Blameleſs quiet, more than wealth ; 
Nought to owe, nought to hoard, 

Little land, and little board ; 

Little favourite, true and kind, 
Theſe are bleſſings to my mind. 

I,- when winter comes, deſire, 

- Little room, but plenteous fire ; 
Temperate glaſſes, generous wine, 
Diſhes few, whene'er I dine ; 

Ves, my ſober thoughts are ſuch, 
Man muſt never have too much; 

Not too much”—— what ſolid ſenſe 

Three ſuch little words diſpenſe ?- 
'Too much reſt, benumbs the mind ; 
Too much ſtrife, diſtracts mankind ; 
Too much negligence, is floth; 

Too much zeal, is folly's growth; 
Too much love, our peace annoys ; 

Too much phyſic, life deſtroys; 

Too much cunning, 's fraudful art; 
Too much firmneſs, want of heart; 
Too much ſparing, makes a knave; 
Thoſe are raſh, that are too brave; 
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Too much wealth, like weight, opprefles ; 
Too much fame, with care diſtreſſes; 
Too much pleaſure, death will bring ; 
Too. much wit's a dangerous thing; 
Too much truth, is folly's guide; 
Too much ſpirit, is but pride; 
He's a dupe, that is too free; 
Too much bounty, weak muſt be; 
Too much complaiſance, a knave; 
'Too much zeal to pleaſe, a ſlave; 
This too much, tho? bad it ſeem, 
Chang'd with caſe, too good you deem; 
But in this you are my friends, 
For, on trifles, all depends ; 
Trifles, great effects produge, 
Both of pleaſure, and of uſe ; 
Trifles, often turn the ſcale, 
When, in love, or law we fail; 
Trifles, to the great, Sten 
Trifles, make proud beauty bend; ; 
Trifles, prompt the poet's [train ; 
T rifles, oft diſtract the brain; 
Trifles, trifles, more or leſs, - 
_ Give us, or withold ſucceſs; 
| Trifles, when we hope, can cher; 
Trifles hurt us, when we fear; 
| | All the flames that lovers know, 
Trifles quench; and trifles blow. 
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The Elephant or the Renee A svilt. 
Taken from Coke's Inſtitutes. 
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* Et bribes convince you whom to chuſe 


The precepts of Lord Coke peruſe, — 
Obſerve. 


-- as Elephants ne'er bend the knee ; 
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Obſerve an Elephant, ſays he, 

And let him like your Member be; 
Firſt, take a man that's free from gall, 

For Elephants have none at all; 

In flocks or parties, he muſt keep 

For Elephants live juſt like Sheep; 
Stubborn in honour, he muſt be, | 
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Laſt, let his memory be ſound, 

In which, your Elephants profound ; 

That, old examples from the wile, 
May prompt him in his no's and aye's.. 


Thus the. 4 Cake hath, gravely writ; 
In all the form of Lawyer's wit ; 
And then with Latin, and all that, 
Shews the compariſon. is 8 


Vet, in ſome points, my Lord is wrong, 
One's teeth are fold, and t'other's tongue 1 
Now men of Parliament; God knows, 
Are more like Elephants of ſhows ; 
Whoſe docile memory and ſenſe, 

Are turn'd to trick, and gather pence; 
To get their maſter half a crown, 
They ſpread. their flag, or lay it down; 
Thoſe, who bore bulwarks on their backs, 
And guarded nations from attacks, 
Now practiſe ev'xy pliant geſture, 
Op'ning their trunk for ev? ry teſter ; 
Siam, for Elephants ſofam'd, 

Is not with England to be nam'd ; 
'Their Elephants, by men are fold 

Ours ſell OI and take tho * 
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7D. DISGUISE. 


IRTUE and vice, tho ever ſtran gers, 
Vet on a road may meet each other; ; 
And vice, to ſhun the chance of dangers, 
Reports, that virtue is her mother. 


Thus avarice, who hates the | 
Nor. heeds the wretched orphan? s erys 
But drives them from his iron door, 
Calls sriping, wile Eronomy.. 


Blind zeal, who bids the faggot blaze, 
Puts on the fraar's pious hood; 

And ſtateſmen find out means and ways, 
Jo plunder—for their country 8 Bod. 


Courage, and cowardice, once met. 

The fleet and army were their topic ; 
The latter, never had been beat, 

Tho' he had faild from line to IE, 


The former, wo he had been thraſh'd, 
And many a ſcar about him wore ; 

The other, too with wounds was gaſh'd, 
But could not ſhew a ſcar before. 


He wore a ſoldier's coat, and ſword, 
And in his hat a fierce cockade ; 
He fir'd like powder at a word, 
Like powder Haſh'd, in mere parade. 


He was of Hectors, generous nature, 
A reptile worm, he crept to fight; 
But quick became another creature, 


And was a very bird—in flight, | 
Courage 


("103 } 
Courage, ho never vaunted much, 
His fellow traveller beſpoke, 


«© What think you of our friends the Dutch? 
Think you they'll ſtand our Britiſh oak pos 


The Dutch, ſaid Yother, — Sir I think 'em, 
 _Difereet and prudent in a war, 
Rather than let our cannon ſink 'em, 
They'll wiſely keep ſrom danger far, 


Their policy, in caution lies, 
As all fool-hardinefs they ſhun ; 
When death, and danger, face our eyes, 
*T were mad to fight, *twere brave to run. 


BEN BOw, and CoxnwaLL both were fools 
Your Hawkes, Boscawens all polleſt ; 
Tho? ByNs, a victim fell to tools, 
| | I ſtill prefer him, before WES r. 


K IRB, and Waps, were ſhot tis true 
Becauſe they choſe their ſhips to ſave; 

For had they fought—themſelves and crew, 
And ſhips, had met a wat'ry grave, 


When an advantage o'er the foe | 
In numbers palpably appears, 5 (} 
Then is the time to ſtrike the blow, . ; 
And nick the Criſis of their fears. 
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Says courage, does not he that flies 
Twice arm the ſoldier who purſues ? — 
Doubtleſs, ſays Fother, if he dies, — 5 
Not ſo— if ſafe from wound or bruiſe, 


If two to one be odds in play, | . 

1 In earneſt, then the rule muſt hold, | n 
From odds, tis brave to run away, ' 

And, he that fights, is raſtily bold. - 1 

| | a 8 
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But if a Par appears in fight | WY 
Says courage, how would you behave ?- 

E'en then, ſays cowardice, 'twere right 
Rather than hazard life, - to ſave. 


While thus, this altercation paſt, ' 

A finger-poſt appear'd in ſight ;- 
The travellers were both in haſte, 

One took the left, and one the right. 


Well, Sir, ſays courage, graſp at life— 
Vonder I ſee a dear relation; | 

The road now parts us,—ſhe's my wife, 
To you a ſtranger, - reputation. 


They parted, courage claſp'd the fair, 
While cowardice took Yother road, 

T'o 'ertake a whore—in rags, and bare, 
Her name diſgrace - and bore her load. 


eee 


4 CAUTION. 
\OR ev'ry trifle, ſcorn to take offence, _ 
That always ſhewys great pride, or little ſenſe ; 
Good nature, and good ſenſe, ſhould ever join, 
To err is human, to forgive divine. TEES 
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The Choice of d Wife by Cheeſe. 
5 2a By Capt. "THOMPSON, 
HERE liv'd in York, an age ago, 
A man whoſe name was Pimlico : 


He lov'd three ſiſters paſſing well; 
But, which the beſt, he could not tell. 


Theſe 
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"Theſe ſiſters three, divinely fair, 

Shew'd Pimlico, their tend'reſt care; 

For each was elegantly bred, 

And all, were much inclin'd to wed; 

And all 8 Pimlico their choice, 

And prais'd him wich their ſweeteſt voice. 
Young Pim, the gallant and the gay, 

Like aſs divided *tween the hay; _ 

At laſt reſolv'd to gain his eaſe, 

And chuſe his wife, by eating cheeſe. 

He wrote his card, he ſeal'd it up, 

And ſaid, with them, that night he'd ſup; 
And beg'd that there might only be 

Good Cheſhire Cheeſe, and but them Three 
He was reſolv'd to crown his life, 
And by that means, to fix his wife. 


| The girls were pleas d at his conceit ; 
Each dreſs'd herſelf extremely neat ; 
With faces, full of peace and plenty, 
Blooming with roſes under twenty ; 
For ſurely Nancy, Betty, Sally, 
Were ſweet as lillies of the valley-; 5 
But ſingly, ſurely buxom Bet! 
Was like new hay, and mignionet.; ; | 
But each ſurpaſs'd a poet's. fancy, 
For that of truth was ſaid of Nancy 
And as for Sall, ſhe was a Donna 
As fair as thoſe of Old Crotona.;* 
Who to Appelles lent their faces, 
To make up. Madam Helen's .graces ; 
To thoſe, the gay divided Pim, 
Came elegantly {mart and trim; 
When ev'ry ſmiling maiden certain, 
Cut of the Cheeſe, to prove her fortune. 
Nancy, at once, nor fearing —caring, 
To ſhew her 3 eat che paring; 


And 


* A applies from five beautiful Virgins at Crotona, drew his 
Helen of Troy. 
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And Bet, to ſhew her gen'rous mind, 
She cut, and threw away the rind ; 
While prudent. Sarah, ſure, to leaſe, 
Like a clean maiden, ſcrap'd he 

This done, young Pimlico replied, 

« Sally, I now declare my bride : 

« With Nan, I can't my welfare put, 
For ſhe has prov'd a dirty flut ; 


And Betſy, who has par'd the rind, A 


«© Would give my fortune to the wind ; 
6 Sally the happy medium choſe, 

% And I, with Sarah, will repoſe; - 
« She's prudent, cleanly ; 2 

* Who fixes on a nuptial plan, 
Can never err, if he will chooſe, 
«& Like me before PE ties the nooſe.” 
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* Ode 4 " Spring... 


er cheeſe; 


the man, 


ae 


AIL beauteous Goddeſs ! J Mmiling rivet ! 
Who, in thy chearful train does bring 


Gentle breezes, balmy ſhowers, 
Budding leaves, and fragrant flowers: 
Come, with all thy roſeate train, 
Cheer the cottages, and plain. 


Hark ! the warbling birds do ſing, 
A welcome to the lovely ſpring ; 
Review again the meads around, 
And ſee, how flowers adorn the ground, 
Entwin'd with the reviving greens, 


Theſe are, O Spring! thy eharming ſcenes ! 
A Rurat 


G9 
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A Rural - Invitation. 


YCON, behold yon Ailant vale, 
Content | is center d there; 

Health is diffus'd in ev'ry gale, 

Fair peace reigns all the year. 


There, high ambition ne er is f ound, 
Dire envy, nor her train; 

Detracting clamours, ne'er reſound, 
N or violate 125 Aar, 


But honeſt 1 FU Bach r. 
| Poſſeſs this calm retreat; 
No tyrant with deſpotic ſway, 
There claims his hoſtile ſeat. 


Each morning, undiſturb'd, ſave b; 7 
The lark's fhrill early long; c 
They haſte to toiling joyouſly, 
The flow" ry meads ng. 
The 1 woolly tribe, e tend, 
Whilſt piping ſome ſoft air; 
Others, to nature, aid may-lend, 
The fertile fields their care. 


When lucid ſol, the eve declares, 
By burniſhing the Weſt; 
Relinquiſhing then, all their cares, 

All labour's laid to reſt, 


Then 
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Then on the green, in ſports and play, 

The ſexes meet alert; | + 

While jocund, by the lunar ray, 188 
An and the dance divert. | 


Lycon, no longer then delay, 

But thither, let's repair R ** 
Deſert the inconſiſtant gay, 5 

T. rue 1 with n to mare. $#, 
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. On, the Cluice, of a. Huſband. .. 


F, O) ye pow ts celeſtial | ” 1 N 
That c'er a huſband 1 15 0 for me, 
Attend propitious to your ſu ppl 1 5 voice, 
Accept my prayer, and ratify my choice; 
Give me the man, whoſe nfl: and gentle ray 
Comm love, and l. ure to obey ; . 
In whom as and g good” en ay E, 
And all the manly virtues nobly ſhine; ; 
With ufeful learning, let his mind be 2 'd, 
Correct with reaſon, and rehn'd by t | 
_ whatſoc'er his fortune, 'may he wi 
rudence rul'd, yet-bleſt with charity; 
| al may religion regulate his life; 
with ſuch a mate, who wow d not be a wy 
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7ỹ, Mourning Ring. 


\AUGHT; ſilent monitor, by hee, 

I learn what I muſt quickly be: 
My fel, to lifeleſs earth return, 
Like the dear friends—for whom 1 mourn ; 


Te 
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"Yo worlds, unpierc'd: by mortal eye, 
Let my unbodied ſpirit fly; 

tRiſe to her God in realms of light, 

»Or ſink. in ſhades of endleſs night. 
Alarming thought! Oh!] may my breaſt 


Feel it, with vital pow'r impreſt; 
And there chang'd by thee divine, 
F The Saviours lovely image ſhine-; 
Tz Then let my moments haſte away, 
= My fleſh retura-to-hifeleſs clay 
ö My ſpirits fly to worlds unknown, 
Beyond where ſun or ſtarrs have ſnone; 
There ſhe ſhall find Mill brighter ſkies, 
My fleſh at laſt. in triumph riſe; 
Both live in that divine abode, TT 
8 Where ever dwells the Saviour God; 
1 Where his all-glorious throne beſide, 
13 Sweet pleaſure-rolls her ceaſcleſs tide ; _ 
by Where through the round of endleſs years, 
& Not the leaſt fpark of grief appears. 


#1 WF PEN and INK. 

K $AVLEE. 

Ab old the quarrel had begun, : 
Before the muſe arriv'd ; 


Ink call'd the Pen a gooſe's ſon, 
To an old gander wiv'd. 
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1 Thy mother was no bird of flight, 

| 5 (Continu'd angry Ink) 

ſ And yet the ſon pretends to write, | 
1-4 Who never learn'd to think, . 

| | T os © 


ö 
T he mother waddled in her gaite, 
A mein, the child inherits ; 


Tis ſtill the Pen and poet's fate, 
To plead their waddling merits. 


The waddling gooſe, the waddling bard, 
A graver walk aſſume; 

Though hobbling does each ſtep retard, 
To metre they preſume. 


The ſon of the moſt ſimple fowl, 
| Forſooth pretends to fly; 
And though more dull than wy owl, 
Apes ingenuity. | 


Thus has thy tongue for ſcandal ſlit, 
For hbel and high treaſon ; 
Dar'd to put in its claim to wit, 
_ Guiltleſs of rhyme or reaſon. 


Vet, but for Ink, how vain thy plea ! 1 
While all the merit's mine; 

Like Venus riſing from the ſea, 
From me alone, you ſhine. 


Emerging from my ſable flood, 
You then, and only then, = +0] 
Write aught that can be underſtood, 
To boaſt the name of Pen. | 


Reverſe of Fade. 1 appear = - 
Still thirſty at my ſtream; 

Your memory grows bright and clear, 
As is the ſolar beam. | 


The ſober Pen, with modeſt ſmile, 
To this abuſe reply'd ; 
„ Yourſelf of merit you beguile, : 


Our intereſts are ally d. 
| What 


PFC 


l 
What were the Pen without the Ink, 
Or Ink without the Pen ? 


Unable-both to write or think, 
So let's be friends again.“ 


WINNIE ERIC KKK 


A Receipt for an Aſthma, 
(re old friend, accept of me, 


| The following rules without a fee ; 
An aſthma is your caſe, I think, 

So you muſt neither eat or drink ; 

J mean of meats preſerv d in ſalt, 

Nor any liquors made of malt; 

From ſeaſon'd ſauce avert your eyes, 
From hams and tongues, and pigeon-pies ; 
If ven'ſon paſty's ſet before ye, 

Each bit you-eat, memento mori; _ 
Your ſupper, nothing, if you pleaſe, 

- But, above all, no toaſted cheeſe ; 

Tis likely, you will now obſerve, _ 
What I preſcribe, will make you ftarve ; 
No; I allow you, at a meal, | 
A neck, a loin, or leg of veal ; 

Young turkies, I allow you four; 

- Partridges, pullets, halt a ſcore ; 

Of houſe-lamb boil'd, eat quarters two; 
The devils in't, if that won't do; 
Now, as to liquor, why, indeed, 
Might I adviſe, it ſhould be mead ; 
Glaſſes of wine to extinguiſh drought, 

Drink two with water, three without; 
Let conſtant exerciſe be try'd ; 5 

And ſometimes walk, and ſometimes ride; 
Health's oft'ner found on Highgate hill, 
That in the Doctor's nauſeous pill, 
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Be not in haſte, nor think to do 

Your buſineſs with a purge or two ;, 

Some, if they are not well at once, 

Proclaim the Doctor for a dunce ; | 
Reſtleſs, from quack to quack they range, 
When tis themſelves they ought to FROM 5 3 
Nature hates violence and forces, 
By method led, and gentle courſe; 

Rules and reſtraints you muſt endure ; 

Is, brought by time, tis time muſt cure; 
The uſe of vegetables r 
And prize pomona in a 4 4.4 
Young Bacchus” rites you muſt woid, 

And leave fair Venus unenjo 

Whate'er you take put mel ey in, 
And — p Ceres in a pudding ; 

For breakfaſt} it is my advice, 

Eat gruel, ſago, barley, Aces 1:1 

Take burdee roots; and by my och, 

I'd mingle daifes in the broth. ;_ 
Thus you, with eaſe, ma draw your. TEN 
Deluding what you dread-not, death ; 5 
Laugh with your friends, be gay, and t thrive, 
Inrich's by: old 11 you, ves os 7 
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On the Death 7 King Ghent the Seed. 


Preſented to his Grandſon King George II. on the 
31ſt of Oet. 1760, by the Rey. Franeis F awkes. 


H! fatal hour we nk at laſt reſign —— 
Farewell, great hero of the Brunſwick line ; 
For valour much, for virtue more renown'd, 


With wiſdom honour'd, and with glory crown 14 
Twas 


7 
| 
| 
& 
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ö 
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Vawning, ſt 


6097 
"Twas thy bleſt lot a happy reign to cloſe, 
And die ſerene, triumphant o'er thy foes; 
To ſee the faintleſs, vain, infulting Gaul, 
Like proud Goliath, nodding to his fall; 
In chains the ſons of tyranny to bind. 
And vindicate the rights of human kind. 
No brighter crown than Britain's, God could give 
To grace the Monarch, till he ceas!d. to live ; 
Then gave him, to reward his virtuous ſtrife, 
A heav'nly kingdom, and a crown of life. 


eee ek eee 


ESOLV'D to viſit a far diſtant friend, 
A porter to the Bull-and- Gate, I ſend, 
And bid the ſlave at all events engage, 
Some place or other in the: Cheſter ſtage; 
The ſlave returns — its done as ſoon as ſaid 
Your honour's ſure when once the money's paid; 


My brother whip, impatient of delay, 


Puts to at three, and ſwears he cannot ſtay; 

(Four diſmal hours ere the break of day.) 

Rous'd from ſound ſleep, thrice call'd, at length I riſe, 
ſtreteh out my arms, half clos'd my eyes; 
By ſteps, and lanthorn, enter the machine, 

And take my place, how cordially ! between 

Two aged matrons of exceſſive bulk, | 

'To mend the matter too, of meaner folk ; 


While in like mode, jamm'd in on Yother fide 


A bullying Captain, and a fair one, ride; 
Fooliſh as fair, and in whoſe lap a boy 
— Our plague eternal, but her only joy; 
At laſt, the glorious number to complete, 
Steps in my landlord for that bodkin ſeat; ' 
& 4 | When 
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When ſoon by eyry hiltock, rut, and ſtone, 

Into cach other's face by turns we're thrown; 

This grannam ſcolds, that coughs, and Capt. ſwears, 
The fair one ſcreams, and has a thoufand Ea ars; 
While our plump landlord, train'd in other lore, 
Slumbers at eaſe, not yet adam 4 to ſnore; ; | 
And mafter Dicky in his mother's lap, | 
Squalling brings up at once three meals of pap "Ts 
Sweet company ! next time, I do proteſt, Sir, 

Pl walk to Dublin, ere I'd ride to Cheſter. 


PAN AD Act DR . 


HYMN to the CREATOR. 
Extracted from Mrs. Busus. 


| LL nature's works aloud 8 
The great Creator's glorious name; 
Where'er we turn, the thinking mind, 
The traces of his care we find; * 
At bis command, who rules the qheres, 
And here in various forms appears; 
Alternate roll the day and night, 
The one for reſt, and one for light; 
And as the year directing ſun, 5 
Does, through the ſigns, his journey run, 
The ſeaſons, in ſucceſſive train, 
Viciſſttude of rule maintain; 
Now Zephyrus and Flora ſpread, 
Ambroſial odours o' er the mead ; 
No Ceres does her harveſt yield, 
And paint with wavy gold the field; 
Now autumn his ripe fruitage ſhows, | 
And drunk with wine the vintage flows ; 8 
Now winter's froſt and nitrous ſnow, | 
Prepare the way for vernal blow; 


Each, 


aa 


Each, as the year revolves, profuſe 
Of bleſſings given for human uſe ; 
Conſider how the ſun retires, _. 
And gradually withdraws his fires; 
Leſt ſudden cold ſhould chill the blood, 
And check too ſoon the circling flood ; 
And how, with gentle pace and flow, 
The radiant beam begins to glow ; 
| Left tortur'd ſenſe too ſoon ſhould feel, 
The fervor of his rapid wheel, 
*Ere riſing gradual in his ſtrength, 
He ſhoots his ray to utmoſt length; 
Thus from each tropic, does he turn, 
Nor prone to freeze, nor prone to burn; 
Is this retreat, and this advance, . | 
The work of providence, or chance? | 
: 5 


f 
Sage Socrates has gain the field, 8} 
And made Ariſtodemus yield; N Ft 
Ariſtodemus too 1s bleſt, Re 1 
His mind ſerene, his foul at reft. ln lis 
1 
* * 1 a | $ x 
FP | 
q 4 
The Way to be Wiſe. it! 
OOR Jenny, amorous, young, and gay, 1 
Having by man been led aſtray, 14 
To nunn'ry dark, retir'd ; 1 


There liv'd, and look'd fo like a maid, 
So ſeldom eat, ſo often pray'd, 
She was by all admir'd. 


The Lady Abbeſs oft would cry, 
If any fiſter trod awry, 
| Or prov'd an idle flattern; 
„dee wiſe and pious Mrs Jane, 
« A life ſo ſtrict, ſo grave a mein, 
s ſurea worthy pattern.“ 
14 A pert 


0. 


A pert young flut, at length replies, 


_ Experience, Madam, makes folks wiſc, IS 


„ Tis that has made her ſuch ;. 


« And we, poor ſouls, no doubt, ſhi id be 


« As pious, and as wile, as he, 
If we had ſeen as much.“ 


The Loft N of a Britifh Tar. 


N the name of God, I Thomss Oikham, 


. Now compos mentis, fine jokum, 
On this good ſixteenth day of April, 
Of neither palſy, gout, or vapour ill, 
Since all muſt ſtrike, or late, or ſoon, 


Life's flag, to death, that Picaroornn 


Do make, tho! not a jet my body's ill, | 
This my laſt teſtament, of codicil— — 


ſtem for I maſt uſe the form. 
I leave my hull, to filh or worm: 


As to my maſts, and ſhrouds, and rigging, 
They 11 ſerve ſome honeſt tar to pig in; 


Since, all I have, is on my back 
I leave em to my meſs-mate Jack 12 * 


And having neither menks, nor ſplinter, i 
J leave my trowſers to Dex WINTER 
My buckles—for they're good hard plate, 


I leave for love to Portfmouth Kate mW 


My ſoul to him that gave it, !! 


Give back but not before I die: 
Hoping it may good harbour find. 


Safe anchor'd---both from ſeas and wind. : 


Having diſpos'd of ev'ry thing, 
Except my country and my King ; 


Sea Terms for Money. 


. 
> 
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It is not decent ſure to die, 
And leave to them no legacy; _ 
To Portſmouth, where I drew my breath, 

J leave my bleſſing at my death; f 

For, in my life-time, free and willing, 
"Twas there I ſpent my ev'ry ſhilling 
My country gave it, there I ſpent it, 

Nor do I, in the leaſt, repent it; 

God ſpare Old George, both ſmug and warm, 
Long may he weather out the ſtorm; 

Long may his guns do execution, 

To take the French, and help the Prufſian ; 
Oh! may he live to quell his foes, - 

And pull Old Lewis by the noſe 


My ſtock of honeſty and wit "1 
T leave to Secretary III;; [1 
(Who ſtood. it in the rougheſt weather). 
Beeauſe, I know, he wants for neither. 
To all my truſty couſins loving, 

Who are our pilots for removing; . 
My will is, when they come to helm, 
That they, as well may ſerve the realm; 
Or take it, found ring, up like him, 
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To HEXRXT BitLsoN Lecce, Lleave, 1 
While he to PI Tr. does firmly cleave ; . 44 
My compaſs, which, upon my ſoul, + 
I ne' er ſaw.vary from the pole; 
The needle to the touch was true, 
As ever ſteer'd a ſhip, orcrew.. 


My Globe, to Axson, I beſtow, 
He fail'd round all the world you know, . 
And having now no world to roam, 
He may take mine, and—ſtay at home; 
Like Alexander, to bewail, e 
He has no other worlds to ſail. | 
& $- I love 


(ac: 


I love and honour honeſt Hawks,  _ . 
Nor never knew him flinch, or baulk; | | 
But, tis my will, he never marry 
A jade, that's likely to miſcarry ; 

Had he but wed another wife, 
He'd carried Rochefort, on my life. 


So having made my will in form, i 
I ſet to ſea——nor fear a ſtorm. 


From on Board the Dreaduought } / | a 
ee, ag,, FRO. OAKHAM. 


h 


On - REDEMPTION. "1 


ORD ! When my frighted ſoul with terror views, 
That direful vengeance which our guilt purſues ; 
Struck with amaze, my blood, with horror chill'd, 
My anxious breaft, with unknown terrors fillPd ; _ 
Where ſhall IT turn ? What power ſhall J invoke ? 
Can men or angels, guard me from the ſtroke . 
Of wrath omnipotent ?—— Alas | in vain 
To mortal friends or angels I complain! 
Not all the force of men, or angels join'd, 
Can help afford to the diſtracted mind; 
Oppreſsd with guilt ;—But ſee, O grace divine! 
The ſon of God dies for this ſoul of mine ! 
On wings of love the pitying Saviour flew, _ 
And met the vengeance to my follies due! 
O! matchleſs love! let ev'ry mortal tongue, 
Join in his. praiſe, and heaven aſſiſt the ſong. 


' EPIGRAM, 
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T* a coffee · room, Quin (whom you know very well) 14 
Calls“ give me ſome coffee---as hot, Sir, as hell“ 14 
Sly GaR RIC cries, Tom, (as the boy held the pot) 17 
Let me have a diſh too—— but not * E on 
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A Legacy, wu wrote on the Study Door of a c, , 
0 bis Succeſſor . 9 Int 


HOEVER thou art, 
That entereſt here; - 
If thou haſt found the life of thy own foul, © 
By faith and converſion ; _ 
And comeſt hither 
To attend thy Cnax F, 
And with an earneſt good — g 
To ſerve the Lord Jxsus CukRIs r, 
In the Minis TRT, | 
This. Phee:-© #2 
Will be a Paradiſe to thee. | 
But if thou art one of the worſt 
Of fallen Mankind, ö 
An hireling, 
I to thy vows;. 
| traitor -to: 
Thy maſter, 
And leaveſt thy flock - 8 
To follow their own will and pleaſure ; 5 2 
Go where thou wilt, 
Conſcience will follow thee ; - 
Happineſs will fly. from thee ; 
And thou canſt only be, 
A burthen to thyſelf, . 
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\TERNE, reſt for ever, end in no lon ger 5 
The, eritic's cenſure, | or the coxcomb's ſneer 3 
The x gate of envy now is clogd on thee, _ 
And Ee, her hundred doors ſhall open free; 
Ages unborn ſhall celebrate the page, 
Where, friendly join'd, -the atirift and fag 
Oer Yorick's tomb, the brighteſt eyes ſhall wp, 
And Britiſh genius, mournful vigils keep; 
Then, fighing, ſay, to vindicate thy. fame, ; 
* Great were his faults, bug; MIO, was his flame.“ 
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Mr. GARRICK 4 18 Fo a 88 if 
be did not intend to ſit in Parliament P gave him 


an Anſwer in the following Lines. 
oRE than content with what my talents gain, 


M Of public favour, though a Jirtle vain 3 

% > not ſo vain my mind, ſo madly. bent, 
o wiſh to play the ſool in Parliament; 

In each dramatic unity to err; 

Miſtaking time and place, and charadter ; 3 

Were it my fate to quit the mimic art, 

Fd « ſtrut and fret no more in any part; 


No more, in public ſeenes, would I engage, 


Or wear the cap and maſk on any ſtage. 
The 
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The Publiſher has no other Apology for inſerting the 
following Account of Robert Ogleby, than, that 
he knew the Man, and believes he was alſo known 
to many Subſcribers to this Collection. 


OBERT OGLEBY, commonly known by the 
name of the noted OI TIxX ER, was born at 
Ripon in the county of York, on the 16th day of 
November, 1654, as appears by, the regiſter ; and 
to corroborate which, his own account of himſelf is, 
that he was put apprentice in 1668, to one Sellers, 
a Brazier at York, when he was fourteen years of age; 
that he ſerved ſeven years in that capacity, and two 
ears more as journeyman ;z he then begun buſineſs 
for himſelf at Ripon, which he carried on five years, 
and failed; after which he went to Hull, and wrought 
journey work there four years, when he entered into 
King James's ſervice ; was ſent with the regiment 
into Ireland, where he changed his maſter, and was 
among the number of thoſe who fought under King 
William at the battle of Boyne in 1690, where he 
ſaw the Duke of Schomberg fall; he ferved about 
twenty three years longer in the army, in different 
Places, and was diſcharged after the peace of Utrecht; 
but having neither wounds nor infirmities to plead 
for him, he got no penſion ; ſo he reſumed his old 
trade, or rather took up the new one of travelling 
Brazier, which he continued till about. four years of 
his death, and at the amazing age of 110, would 
ny his budget 20 miles in a winter day, and do 
his buſineſs with as much alacrity, as any other man 
at 50; but, he ſoon after, grew inhrm and was 
obliged to give up the itinerant trade, he had carried 
on for above 50 years, and take to begging, He died 
at Leeds in 1768, after having compleated the 14th 


ar of his age. 
* SR: The 
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The PEASANT and LORD. 
A TALE 


PPRESS'D by ſickneſs, debts, and duns, 
His Lordſhip to the country runs ; ; 

In hopes to find that comfort there, 

Which fortune had deny'd him here; 
Reluctant, leaves the ſeat of vice, 
Aſſemblies, op'ras, cards and dice; 

To breathe awhile in filent ſhades, 

And trifle with the. country maids. 


It chanc'd, as on a ſummer's morn, 
He bent his ſteps acroſs the lawn; 
Sweet ſung the birds on ev'ry ſpray,, 
The laughing meadows all look'd gay; _ 
With mind unruffled, and at eaſe,  _ 
Acroſs a neighbo'ring ſtyle, he ſees 
A lab'rer come, with chearful ſmile,- 
Who whifPling, ſought his daily toll ;.. 
Health's ruddy hue, his face o'erſpread,.. 
Tho! filver locks adorn'd his head. 


As round the humid ha , he flung, 


= Blythe as the lark, he gayly ſung; z 
. 0 His honeſt lays, het Aal ſhow'd, f 


9 His heart, with ſweet contentment; glowd; 
il The Peer, with envious eyes, beheld 
( The clown, and thus with rancor filPd ; 
| & Peace ſlave for once, let manners curb. 

Thy noiſe, nor my repoſe diſturb ; 

Thy ill-tim'd merriment give or, 

Nor dare offend my ears thus more. 8 
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Or ſoon, thou clod, III make thee know, 
What rew'rence to a Lord is due,” 


What, thou a Lord! replies the ſwain, 
With looks of pity and diſdain; 
And canſt thou think, tho? poor, that I 
Will with thy proud commands com ly; 
Know, tho' obſcure, and mean my * 
The tenant of yon lowly cot; 
I boaſt an honeſt life well ſpent, 
In recompence, for which, content 
Gilds every hour, with calm delight, 
And tells me, I have ated right. 
With reverence, I my Maker ſerve, 
Nor from his precepts ever ſwerve; 
This golden rule, keep ſtill in view,” 
'To do, as I'd have others do ; 
Full threeſcore years, I, on theſe plains ITY 
Have liv'd reſpected by the ſwains; 
A life of innocence have led, 
And earn'd, by toil, my daily bread ; ; 
For which, indulgent gracious heav'n, 
Has plenty, independence giv'n; 
Of theſe poſſeſs'd, know, in one word, 
I'm greater, - happier, than a Lord. n 


Struck with the home felt truth, the Peer 
Sneak'd ſilent off. with hau hty ſneer.; 
Unmindful---Hodge 2 up his fork, 
_ GY greg his work. | 


SHS 
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The CONTRAST 8 
1 vain coquette, by ſtudy'd arts, 
Endeavors to trepan our hèarts; * 
At auctions, operas and plays, 
Heedleſs, ſhe waſtes whole nights and 13 
Frifling 
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Trifling, her every hour employs, 51 
Nor can ſhe taſte ſablimer j Joys; ie 
This, the whole buſineſs of her ſphere, - 
And all her mowledge centers here.-. 


But ſee Miranda, prudent maid, 

 Convinc'd of reaſon's ſolid aid; 

From foibles of her ſex refin'd, 

To other's failings, wiſely Mind 

Her virtues in her conduct ſeen, 

No ſelf conceit does intervene ; © 

Tho! Heav'n has form'd her all that's a, 

Yet, is her mind her only care; 

With manly ſenſe, her ſoul ſhe decks, 

And agen ſuperior to her ſex. 


Epitaph PEE 12 EPR "alta as This Beard, 
Brother t6 John o Can 1 


By s HAK ES EA R. 
T. in "Beard and thick in purſe, 


Never man beloved worle 1 
He went to the grave with many a curſe, 
7000 Devil and he 5 had both one garter 2 


* 
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The Wi M9 and Tranquil State. of Old Are 
78 ſeas are quiet, when the links, give ober, 


So calm are we, when paſſions are no more; 
For then we know, how vain it were to boaſt 
Of fleeting things, fo certain to be loſt ; - 
* | NE Clouds 


TE 


Clouds of affection, from our younger eyes, 
Conceal that emptineſs,. which age deſcries; 

The ſouls dark cottage, batter'd and decay'd, 

Lets in new light, thro' chinks which time has made 
Stronger, by weakneſs, . wiſer, men become, 

As they draw near to their eternal home; 

Leaving the old, both worlds at once, they view, 
Who ſtand upon the threſhold of the new. 


WAS "CIR 
eee rn en ng FEET ͤ teat oma toro oo amt 4 
. 5 1 * * n 


[ 
; : 5 4 6 | | ot 11 
i io 2 l; 
Written by a Young Lady in a Conſumption about 1 
a Week before her Death. 07 
TIREPARE my ſoul to meet the day, lt} 
1 When I muſt quit this houſe of clay, It 
Leave all my deareſt friends behind, 1 
And ſhare the fate of human kind; | f 
The Lord is my ſupport and hope, j fl 
Tis that which keeps my ſpirits up; 1 
Pardon, O Lord my ev'ry fin, | | 
Let me be pure, without, within; Wa 
And when the awful hour draws near, I ] 
That I muſt part from all that's dear; 0 
1 Then, O my God, do thou be nigh, * © 1 
| . And bear me, bear me, to the ſky ; * 18 1 


LPT 


Open 


In the cold grave this frame muſt reſt, 
And worms ſhall feed on this poor breaſt ; 
Theſe hands will then be uſeleſs grown, 

And I, alas! no, more be known; 
No more, theſe feet ſhall ever walk, 
This tongue, no more, ſhall ever talk ; 

For ever eles'd in death, theſe eyes, 

Till, the laſt trumpet ſhakes the ſkies; 
Then when the thunder echoes round, 
And the world trembles at the ſound ;— + 
May I, with joy, my Saviour ſee, 
Jeſus, who bore ſuch pangs for me; 
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Grant me, my Saviour an Wake,” 
An humble ſtation near my Gd; 
Where I may Hallelujah's raiſe, | 
* ſpend n in praiſe, 


Cf 


XXX COON 


4 PASTORAL. 


ER ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to the grove, 


To hide from the rigours of day ; 

And Phillis, herſelf in a wood bine alcove, 

Among the freſh violets lay: 

A youngling, it ſeems, had been ſtole from i its dam, 
| (*Twixt cupid and hymen a plot Tl. 

That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 
Arrive at this critical ſpot. 3 


As through the gay hedge for his lambkin gs peeps, 
He [ad the ſweet maid with ſurprize 

Ye Gods ! if ſo killing, he ery'd, when ſhe flows, 
I'm loſt, if ſhe opens her eyes: 

To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
Pl onward, my lambkin to trace 

In vain, honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, .-, + 
For love had him nail'd to the Pac. 


Huſh—huſn'd be theſe birds ! q what a baviling they 

| keep, 
He 4s.” Nur re too loud on the {| pray 

Don't you ſee fooliſh lark, that the charmer's a fleep, 
You ll wake her as ſure as the day; 

How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid ! 
(Her cheek, he miſtakes for the roſe';) 

Pd pat him to death, if I was not afraid, 


My boldneſs would break her repoſe. 
Young 
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Young Phillis look*d up with a langaiſſling ſmi le, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſhe cry'd, you miſtake 

I laid myſelf down for to reſt me awhile, _ 

But, truſt me, have long been awake: 

The ſhepherd took courage - advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf cloſe by her fide; _ 

And, manag'd the matter —I cannot tell how, 
But, yeſterday made her his bride. | 
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The PETITION. 


RTFUL painter, by this plan, 
Draw a female, if you can; 
Paint her features bold and gay, 
Caſting modeſty away; 
Let her air, the mode expreſs, 
And fantaſtic be her dreſs; 
Cock her up a little hat, 
Various colours this and that; 
Make her cap, the faſhion new, 
An inch of gauze or lace, will do; 
Cut her hair the ſhorteſt dock, 
Nicely braid her forehead lock; 
Put her on a negligee, 
A ſhort ſack, or ſnepherdee; 
Ruff*d up, to keep her warm, 
Eight or ten upon an arm; 
Let her hoop, extending wide 
Show her garters, and her pride ; 
Her ſtockings muſt be fine and white, 
For they are ſeldom out of fight ; 
Let her have an high-heel'd ſhoe, 
And a glittering buckle too; | 
Other trifles that you find, , 
Make quite careleſs, as her mind; 2 
Thus equipp'd, ſhe's charming ware, he 
Either for races, or a fair, On 


us 
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On the Rev. 22 KILLINGBECK, fer 
Vicar of Leeds. 


T.. to the charge committed to his trufl, 
To mankind faithful, to his maſter juſt; 
God and religion did his hours employ, No: 
Goodneſs his choice, and charity his joy ; 
Chearful thro* life in every healthy MAE | 

In ſickneſs patient, and in death ſerene; 
Tranſlated hence, of God and man Pd. 
He lives and N in chat world 41 * 
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OU ſay Caliſta is no more a mate; 

In this, J think, you very, great! err; 
She loſt, tis true, her maidenhead with Ned; 
But then young Sam Has des fo loſt his with her. 


She's got of Sam whites the loſt with: Ned ; 
How 1s ſhe then without her maidenhead ? 
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Yorkſhire man !---and Oſtler till * 
Ere this you might have been, 
Had ou employ'd your native Kill, 
22 and kept the inn. 
Ah! Sir, quoth John, here "twill ne'er r do; 18 
1 damn it, Meyſter's Vorkſhire too. 
A Hatt) 
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A ? Happy Competency. 4 


F improve our preſent happiness 
What better means, dear friend, than theſe? 
Devolving wealth not gain'd by toil, oy 

An houſe one's own, a grateful ſoil ; 

A temper not ta ſtrife inclin'd, . 
Cloaths neat, tho? plain, an eafy:mind, _ 
And health with native vigour join'd. a 
Truth undiſguiſed, a friend, or two, 

That perfect mirrours are of you; 

A board nat ſpread with coftly food, 

But ſuch as is both cheap and good; 

A chearful glaſs, when night comes on, 

That may our cares, not reaſon drown; 
A bed, that does ſweet joys diſpenſe, 

Where pleaſure's jain'd with innocence: 
Sleeps which uncall'd to thee reſort, 

And make the live long, night. ſeem ſhort ; 
Pleas'd with thyſelf, In te enjoy, 

And neither fear, nor wiſh to die. 


THOUGHTS on ſeveral Subjefts. 


W HY do you deſire riches and grandeur ? Be- 


cauſe you think they will bring. happineſs 
-with them. The very thing you want is now in your 
. own power; you have only to ſtudy contentment. 


He who ſuffers luſt to ſteal away his youthp ambi- 
tion his manhood, and avarice his old age, may la- 
ment too late the ſhortneſs of the uſeful part of his 
aife ; a fooliſh youth makes a crazy old age. 
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Vou need not tell all the truth, unleſs to thoſe why 
have a right to know it all: but let all you tell, be 
truth hls re 8 280 


Do not endeavour to ſhine in all companies; leave 
room for your hearers to imagine ſomething within 
you beyond all you have ſaid; and remember, the 
more you are praiſed, the more you will be envied. 


To defeat calumny, deſpiſe it; to ſeem diſturb'd 
= - about it, is the way to make it be believed, and 

| ſtabbing your defamer will not prove you innocent. 
1 Alſo, live an exemplary life, and then your general 
. good character will overpower it.---Likewiſe, ſpeak 
tenderly of every body, even of your defamers, and 
you will make the whole world cry ſhame on them, 
who can find in their hearts to injure one ſo inoffenſiye. 


Reproof is a medicine like mercury or opium; if 
1 it be improperly adminiſtered, it will do harm inſtead 
0 of good. | | 0 e ſ 


Accuſtom yourſelf to the ſtrict obſervance of your 

duty in all reſpects, and it will, in time, be as trou- 

bleſome to omit, or violate it, as it is to many people 
to practice it. | 12 15 
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On a Detractor. 


ISTAKEN wretch, induſtrious to defame, 
With lies thy neighbour, and aſperſe his name ! 
Unmov'd I ſuffer thy reviling tongue, 
Then leaſt injurious, when it moſt wou'd wrong; 
Whole praiſe or blame by contraries are took, 
Like crabs, whoſe motion contradicts their looks; 


6 


In harmleſs ſlander may'ſt thou perſevere, 
But, on thy life, malicious praiſe forbear; 
Leſt bent on vengeance, for thy wrongs on me, 
I next proceed to ſay the truth of thee. 


FF 


Laſt Words of the great Mr. Addiſon. 


R. ADDISON, after a manly, but vain ſtrug 
gle with a long and lingering diſtemper, diſ- 
miſſed his phy ficians, and with them all hopes of life; 
but with his hopes of life he diſmiſſed not his concern 
for the living, but ſent for a youth, nearly related 
and finely accompliſhed, but not above being the 
better for good impreſſions from a dying friend: He 
came :—But life now glimmering in the ſocket, the 
dying friend was ſilent j—after a decent, and proper 
porn the youth ſaid, © Dear Sir, you ſent for me.; 

I believe, and I hope, you have ſome commands; I 
ſhall hold them moſt ſacred.” May diſtant ages not 
only hear, but feel, the reply \—forcibly graſping 
| the youth's hand, he ſoftly ſaid, “ Sce in what | 
i a Chriſtian can die. — He ſpoke with difficulty, and 
ſoon expired. Through grace divine, how great 
is man? Through divine mercy, how ftingleſs is 

death? Who would not thus expire? 
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The Thought; or, A Song of Similies. fi 
VE thought ; the fair Narciſſa cries, _ l 
What is it like, Sir ? „Like your eyes — ll. 
* « Tis like a chair —' tis like a key | 13 
© Tis like a purge— tis like a flea — 1 
| 725 55 N Tis 
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% "Tis like a beggar- like the ſun 
„„ *Tis like the Dutch tis like the moon 
% "Tis like a kilderkin of ale - . 
« ?Tis like a DoQor---like a whale —— 
Why are my eyes, Sir, like a SwoxD ? 
- "Forthat's the Thought, upon my word. 
„Ah! witneſs every pang I feel, 
«© The deaths they give, the likeneſs tell. 
„ A ſword is like a chair, you'll find, 
4 Becauſe, tis moſt an end behind. 
| „% Tis like a key, for twill undo one; 
ili « *Tis like a purge, for "twill run thro? one; 
| « *Tis like a flea and reaſon good, 
= | | « Tis often drawing human blood.“ 4 
| Why like a beggar : You ſhall hear, 


—_ 4% Tis often carried fore the May'r ; 
4 % Tis like the ſun, becauſe its gilt, 
0 «© Beſides it travels in a belt. 
4 % "Tis like the Dutch, we plainly ſee, 

| 4 Becauſe that ſtate, whenever we 
4% A.puſh for our own int'reſt make, 
ee Does inſtantly our ſides farſake.” 

The moon? - Why whenall's ſaid and done, 
« A Sword is very like the moon; 

& Forif his Majeſty (God bleſs him) 

« When County Sheriff comes © addreſs him, 
« Is plear'd his favouts to. beſtow, . 

* On him, before him kneeling low, 

4 This ver his ſhoulders glitters bright, 

ce And gives the glory to the Knight (night) 
« *Tis like a kilderkin, no doubt, 

6 For its not long in drawing out. 

4 Tis like a Doctor, for wha will 
| 4 Diſpute a. Doctor's pow'r to kill?“ 
4 But why a Sword is like a-whale 

j | Is no ſach eaſy thing thing to tell ; | 
But fince all Swords are Swords, d'ye ſce, 
<< Why, let it then a backſword be, | 
c Which, if well us'd, will feldom fail, 
To raiſe up ſomewhat like a whale.” 
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Epitaph on We. Samuel Ritharilfon, Author of 
Sir Charles Srandiſan. 8 50 
F ever warm benevolence was dear, 
If ever wiſdom gain'd eſteem ſincere, 
Or genuine fancy deep attention won, 
Approach with awe the duſt of---RICHARDSOX. 


What tho” his muſe, thro? diſtant regions know u, 

Might ſcorn the tribute of this humble ſtone; 
Vet pleaſing to his gentle ſnade, muſt prove 

The meaneſt pledge of friendſhip, and of love; 
For, oft will theſe, from venal throngs exil'd, 
And, oft will innocence, of aſpect mild, 
And white rob'd chaſtity, with fireaming eyes 
Frequent theccloiſter Whats eie een Hes r 


This, reader; leurn, aud learn from one hoſe woe 
Bids her wild verſe in artleſs accents flow; 
For could ſhe frame her numbers to commend 
, The huſband, father, citizen, and friend; 
How would her muſe diſplay in equal train, 
The critic's judgment, and the writer's vein ? 
Ah! No.! expect not from the chiſſel'd ſtone, 
The praifes, graven. on our hearts alone. 
There, ſhall his fame a laſting ſhrine acquire; 
And ever, ſhall his moving page inſpire _ 
Pure truth, fixt honour, virtue's pleaſing lore ; 
While raſt and ſcience. crown this fayour'd more 
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The Aftronomer”s Room. 


NE day I call'd, and, Prrro out, 
{ op'd the door, and look'd about; 
When, all his goods being full in view, 
I took this inventory true 4 


Item, a bed without a curtain, 
A broken jar to empty dirt in; 
A candleſtick, a greaſy night- cap, 
A ſpitting pot to catch what might hap; 
Two ſtockings darn'd with numerous ſtitches, 
A piece of ſhirt, a pair of breeches; 
A three-legg'd ſtool, a four-legg'd table, 
Were fill'd with book unfit for rabble ; 
Sines, tangents, ſecants, radius, co-fines, 
Subtangents, ſegments, and all thoſe ſigns ; 
Enough to ſhew the man who made 'em, 
Was full as mad, as he who read 'em; 
An almanack of fix years ſtanding, 
A cup with ink, and one with ſand in; 4 
One corner held his books, and cheſt, = 
And, round the floor, were ſtrew'd the reſt, 
That all things might be like himſelf, 
He'd neither cloſet, drawer, or ſhelf ; 
Here, piſs-pot, ſauce-pot, ' broken matter, 
Appear'd like heterogeneous matter; 
In ancient days, the walls were white, 
But, who *gainſt damps and ſnails can fight? 
They're now, in wreathy ringlets bound, 
Some ſquare, ſome oval, and ſome round; 
The antiquarian there may find, 
Each hieroglyphic to his mind; ' 
Such faces there may fancy trace, 
As never yet knew time or place; 


And 
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And he who ſtudies maps or plans, 
Has all the work done to his hands ; 


In ſhort, the room, the goods, and author, 
Appear'd to be one made for t'other. 
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The Patriot King; Or, George the Third. 


Wrote at the Commencement of his Reign. 


| HREE Gonk GEs now for Britain's welfare born, 
To lateſt times our annals will adorn ; 

The FIRST, tho? view'd with party's envious eyes, 

Contending factions own*'was Goop and WISE; 

Thro' a long reign, brave, mild, and juſt, approv'd, 

We ityle the SECOND GeoRGE=the well-belov'd ; 


Behold a youth now mounts the Britiſh throne, _ 
Whom every Royal virtue calls her own | — 
Proceed, great Prince, a Patriot King compleat, 

And George the Third, henceforth be - George the 
Ereat. 


The Commandments ver, ſified. 
PCC 
— NE God there is--him only ſhalt thou fear, 
2. Nor make to ſculptur'd idols, fruitleſs pray r; 
3. Take not thy awful Maker's name in vain, 
- 4. Not the grand ſabbath of thy God prophane ; 
5. Honour thy parents---blefling ctowns the deed ; 
6. Nor by thy murd'ring hands let others bleed; 
7. Shun with the wife unlawful lewd delight; 
8. Nor dare uſurping ſteal another's right; 
9. Falſe witneſs bear not and thy oath revere; 
ro. Nor madly covet, what's thy neighbour's ſhare. 
2 Anecdlote 


L 
4 
y s 
\ x 
by 4 
; 
. 
* 
> 
* . 
3 
o L 
Py * 
= q 
1 
= 
5 
ol 
: 7 
. * 
1 
» 
: 
1 
- 
'} 1 
* { 
4 70 
23 S 
: 
. 
4 
1 
* 
+4 
4 4 
. 
n 
< . 
* 1 
+ 
T7 y 
* 
"138 : 
\ ity : 
. 
2 
Yb 
£S 1 
n We” 
* 
N — 
7 
3 
. $ 
= 
17 5 
17 7 
* 
1 
8 
K þ 


> 


— * 
28 —— — 
3 7 


. 
—_ — —___ 
| — Ihe, - » 
—— — g 4 


— 


Anecdote of Sir Robert MWualpole. 
HEN Sir Robert Walpole was Miniſter in the 


Spaniſh war 1739, a ſcheme: was mentioned 


to him of taxing the American Colonies; he ſmiled 
and ſaid, © I will leave that for: ſome of my ſucceſ- 
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ſors, who may have more courage than I have, and 
leſs a friend to commerce: than I am.” He added, 
It has been a maxim with me during my admini- 
ſtration, to encourage the trade of the American 
Colonies, in the utmoſt latitude, (nay it has been 
neceſlary to paſs over ſome irregularities in their 
trade with Europe) for by encouraging them to an 
extenſive growing foreign commerce, if they gain 
500,0c0l. I am convinced that in two years after- 


wards full. 250,0001. of their gains will be in his 
. Majeſty's Exchequer by the labour and product of 


this kingdom, as immenſe quantities of every kind 


of our manufactures go thither ; and as they in- 
creaſe in their foreign American trade, more of 
our produce will be wanted.“ —— He ended with 


ſaying, ** This is taxing them more agreeably both to 
„their own conſtitution, and to ours.” 
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E PTT AH om Mr. UI N. 
By) GAR RICK. 


HAT tongue which ſet the table on a roar, 
And charm'd the public ear, is heard no more, 


Clos'd are thoſe eyes, the harbingers of wit, 


R * hich ſpoke petore the tongue what Shakeſpear _ 
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Cold are thoſe hands, which, living, were ſtretch'd 
| . Ho 1 ; 
At friendſhip's call, to ſuccour modeſt worth. a 


Here lies James Quin] deign, reader, to be taught, 
Whate'er thy ſtrength of body, force of thought, 


In nature's happieſt mould however caſt, ; 
« To his complexion thou muſt come at laſt.” | 
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The Pleaſures of Reading, 


"\ROM buſy ſcenes, I oft elope, 
P To chat with Addiſon, a Pope, 
In books, I never fail to find, 

A banquet for the hungry mind ; 
Whene'er I'm in a merry mood, 

Swift's pleces always do me good ; 

And often much delight I feel, 

From the arch ſtrokes of ſprightly Steel; 
And when I'm in a grumbling way, 

I vent my ſpleen with fretful Gay; 
Who with a true horacian ſpirit, 
Attacks the foes to ſhining merit; 

For mirth, I'm often Prior's debtor, 

No mortal told a ſtory better ; 

By Fielding's comic genius fir'd, 

Ine'er am with his writings tir'd ; 
Sometimes I take a cup of ale 

With Boniface ;— ſometimes a tale, 

By waggiſh Chaucer told, I chuſe ; 

And crown the feaſt with Shakeſpear's mule. 


When I turn o'er hiſtoric pages, 
And take a view of former ages; 
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Tlearn the preſent times to prize, 
=_\ Nor my own countrymen deſpiſe ; - 
=_ But think them full as good as thoſe, 
14 1 f Who fill'd both Greece and Troy with woes: 


F When I review our home-bred jars, 
Domeſtic feuds, and civil wars; 
Im glad I live from tyrants free, 
In'a mild reign of liberty, | 
In which I can enjoy my own, 1 
Without a ſeizure from the throne, i 


—— — 
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„ 0. _FRIENDSHIP.. 


F Oo oft in chuſing friends we err, 
By warm good nature preſt; 
And in a dove-like form receive 


A ſerpent to the breaſt. 


2 External beauties ſtrike the eye, 
7 And ſuch attractions wear; 
We nothing but perfection ſpy, 
And ruſh into the ſnare. 


No wonder that a pleaſing face, 
With winning manners join'd 3. 
Are lov'd by thoſe who cannot trace, 
The motions of the mind. 


| There, muſt the laſting beauties reign, 
# Which never know decay; 

; [ For ev'ry charm, but thoſe within, 

| Is ſwept by time away. 
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Th' allurements of external charms, 
Can ne'er deceive us long ; 

Affection may the union bind, h 
Eſteem muſt make it ſtrong. 


A thouſand ſmiling, flow'ry paths, 

To friendſhip's temple lead; 

But thoſe who follow virtue's ſteps, 
Moſt happily ſucceed. 


. 


INVENTORY. 


ITH conſcience void of ill intent, : 
With thought to all mankind well meant, 

With that religion in my heart, | 

With grace may fave my better part, 

With ſpirit that does more rejoice, 

With giving once, then giving twice, 

With heart that feels for others woes, 

With mind that would thoſe ills oppoſe, 

With human frame, that, nature faith, 

With-holds long life and ſpeedy death, 

With health enough to earn my bread, 

With thanks, I am not idly fed, 

With habit to plain wholeſome food, 

With appetite to find it good, | 

With human frailties not the leaſt, 

With deteſtation of the paſt, 

With juſt enough, or perhaps more, 

With care, will keep the wolf from door, 

With thanks to God for bleſſings ſent, 

With reafon good, I am content, 

With ſtoic heed of ſcorning frown, 

With chearful cup, their pride I drown, 
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With temperance my courſe I ſteer, 
With rudder of celeſtial fear, 

With this my lot, I ſit and ſleep, 
With {mall concern, who riches reap. 
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An Epigram on the American War. 


HEN brothers fall out about trifles of ſtate, 
And wrangle, and quarrel, and fight ; 
Enrag'd with each other they ſeek their own fate, 
Act wrong, from falſe notions of richt; 
It were well if a moment's reflection could ſhow, 
That neither can e'er get their wiſhes ; | 


Fhat both will be loſers by every blow, 
While they fight for the loaves and the fiſhes. 


Noob RR Re a, N. ee 


De Plaguy Tongue. 


IRANDA's form was more than gracg,. 
The dread of ev'ry fair; | 
A thouſand loves compos'd her face, 
| And revell'd in her hair ; 
Her ſparkling wit was own'd by a' 
And if the charmer ſung, 
Why, - headlong ſtreams forgot to fall“ 


But oh ! her plaguy tongue ! 
A While 
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A while, be-goddeſt and be-prais'd, 
A world obey her will ! 

But though the comet widely blaz'd, 
We found it tranſient ſtill 

The wondring crowds, her beauty's.boaſt ! . 
That round her fondly hung; 

Deſpis'd the Vixen in the toaſt, 

And curſt her plaguy tongue. 


Too feebly ſhot, her fleeting fire, 
Scarce warm'd a morning dream 
For Myriads may with eaſe admire, 
Tho' not a ſoul eſteem ! 
When cer ſhe talk'd to fix for life, 
A downward head we hung; 
And all were fearful of a wife 
With ſuch a plaguy tongue, 


Yet ſtill her giddy courſe ſhe drove, 
And on her charms rely'd ; 

For admiration, ſcorning love, 
And happineſs, for pride; — 

But ſee, alas! the roſes fade, | 
And now no longer young ; 

She pines an old neglected maid, 
And mourns her plaguy tongue. 


At ſucha fate, ye fair one's ſtart, 
| And truſt my honeſt lays ; . 
That one ſincere, one worthy heart, 
DODutt counts a world of praiſe ; 
Then, when from cupid, bows you claim, 
With ſweetneſs, ſee them hung ; 
For love ne'er guides a virgins aim, 


Who bears a plaguy tongue. 
K 5 


On . 
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On ſeeing a Great Commander fantaſtically dreſt 
at Mrs. Cornely s. 


"VIS ſaid, that our ſoldiers ſo lazy are grown, 
With luxury, plenty, and eaſe ; - 
That they more for their carriage, than courage, are 
known, - 
And ſcarce know the uſe of a piece. 


Let them ſay what they will, ſince it nobody galls, 
And exclajm, out ſtill louder and louder ;. 
But there ne'er was more money expended in balls, 

Or a Ee conſumption of powder. 
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The BIS HO p indeed. 


"HERE liv'd a Biſhop, once upon a time, 
Where, is not ſaid, but England was the clime ; 

An honeſt pious man who underſtood 
How to . as a true Biſhop ſhou'd; 
But thro? an oppoſition form'd to blaſt, 
His goed deſigns by men of diffrent caſt 3 
He had ſome tedious ſtruggles, and a train 
Of rude affronts, and inſults to ſuſtain; 
And did ſuſtain; with ealm unruffled mind, 
He bore them all, and never onee repin'd ; 
An intimate acquaintance, one who knewy 
What ſcorns, and perils, he had waded thro'; 
Time after time, and very much admir'd, 
A patience ſo provok'd, and fo untir'd ; 
Made bold to aſk him, 1t he could 1 impart, 
Qr teach the ſecret of his happy art; 


Yes; 
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Ves, ſaid the good old Prelate, that I can, 
And ' tis a plain, and practicable plan; 

For all the ſecret, that I know of, lies 

In making a right uſe of my own eyes ; 

Begg'd to explain himſelf, how that ſhou'd be ? 
Why, in whatever ſtate Pm in, ſaid he, 

I firſt look up to heav'n, as well aware, . 
That, to get thither, is my main affair; | 
I then look down upon the earth, and think 

In a ſhort ſpace of time, how ſmall a chink 

I ſhall poſſeſs of its extenſive ground; 

And then I caſt my. prying eyes around, 
Where more diſtreſs appears on every ſide - + 
Amongſt mankind, than I myſelf abide ; 

So that, reflecting on my own concern, 

Firſt, where true happineſs is plac'd, I learn; 
Next, let the world to what it will, pretend, 

1 ſee, where all its good and ill muſt end; 
Laſt, how unjuſt it is, as well as vain, . 
Upon a fair diſcernment to complain; 
Thus, looking.up, and down, and round about, 
Right uſe of eyes may find my ſecret out ; 
With heav'n in view—his real home—in fine, 
Nothing on earth, ſhou'd make a man repine. 


SSOOSS2022.222920600202t5 


READING, and © CONVERSATION, Or, a 
| Hint for Improvement. | 


X 7 HEN reading authors, if you find, 
Y Bright paſlages, that ſtrike your mind, 
And which perhaps you may have reaſon, 
To think on, at another ſeaſon, _ ; 
Be not contented with the ſight, 
But take them down in black and white; 
Such a reſpect is wiſely ſhown, © 
That makes another's ſenſe, one's own. 
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When you're aſleep upon your bed, 
A thought may come into your head, 

Which may be of good uſe, if taken 

Due notice of, when you're awaken ; 

Of midnight thoughts to take no heed, 

| Betrays a ſleepy ſoul indeed; 

It is but dreaming in the day, 

To throw our nightly hours away. 


In converſation when you meet, 
With perſons, chearful and diſcreet, 
That ſpeak, or quote, in proſe, or rhyme, 
Things, or facetious or ſublime; 
Obſerve what paſſes, and anon, 
When you come home, think thereupon; 
Write what occurs, forget it not, 
A good thing ſav'd, 's a good thing got. 


* 


Let no remarkable event, 
Paſs with a gaping wonder ment, 


A fool's device Lord, who would think! 


Commit it ſafe, to pen and ink, 
Whate'er deſerves attention now, 
For when tis paſs'd, you know not how, 


Too late you'll find it, to your coſt, 
So much of human life is loſt, 


Were it not for the written letter, 
Pray, what were living men the better, 
For all the labours of the dead, | 
For all that Socrates e'er ſaid ? 

'The morals brought from Heav'n, to'men, 
He would have carried back again ; 
*Tis owing to this ſhort-hand youth, 
That Socrates does now ſpeak truth. 
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1 Thou often wrongs thy neighbour's bed! 
And I, quoth Ned, will lay my life, 
Thou always had a tell-tale wife! 


| hold a crown, quoth Dick to Ned, 


The Silent " Converſation. 


HE cloth remov'd, *twas ten at night, 
When Damon half undreſs'd ; ; 
Seiz'd Laura's hand with true delight, 
And claſp'd it to his breaſt. 


pas Bytes ; - 
7 4 "fa wa * 


With ſecret joy the youth ſurvey'd, 
The partner of his bliſs ; 

And Laura juſt a motion made, 

That ſeem'd to beg a kiſs, 
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Her arm thrown round his happy neck, 
In equal fondneſs ey'd; _ 
And ſcorn'd the ſofter thought to check, 
| _ She ſcarcely will'd to hide, 


_ PY E et ow OI 


Damon aſlay'd to ſpeak in vain, 
His voice was loſt in ſighs ; 

And all that Laura could explain, 
Was mention'd in her eyes, 


A look 
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A look declar'd the dear diſtreſs, 


Congenial boſoms meet ; 
Which ſink beneath a ſoft excefs, 
So paſhonately ſweet, 


But love as all the poets preach, 
Who ſtill brings things about; 
At laſt beſtow'd the uſe of ſpeech, 


And put the candles out. 


After SUPPER. 


*'T'was ten o'clock, the cloth remov'd, 
The ſervants all retreated ; 

Two tapers blaz'd ; his fair belov'd 
On Strephen's knee was ſeated. 


By love conducted Mira s cheek, 
On Strephon's boſom lay; 
He gaz' d — he ſigh'd and wiſh'd to Peak 
But knew not what to fay. | 


His arms exvin'd round her taper waiſt, 
Explain'd his wiſhful ſighs ; | 

And, well were Mira's thoughts expreſt,— . 
They gliſten'd in her eyes. 5 


But ſoon theſe mutual looks love. 

Their mutual ſilence broke; 

And thus (his lips ſcarce ſeen to move) 
The trembling Strephon ſpoke: _ 


c When will my Mira make me bleſt? 

O! when, my charmer !. when?“ 
The fair one leer'd, his hand * reſt 
THEN!“ 


(23) 
Seck chokeoketockert chuck ekeote tacks 


An Original Epitaph. 


ERE lies, faſt aſleep, awake me who can ? 
That medley of paſſions, and follies, A Man; 
Who ſometimes lov'd ligenſe, and ſometimes reſtraint, 
Too much of the ſinner, too little of ſaint ; 

From quarter to quarter, I ſhifted my track; 
Gainſt the evils of life, a moſt notable quack; 

But, alas ! I ſoon found the defects of my ſkill, 
And my noſtrums in practiſe prov'd treacherous ſtill ; 
From life's certain ills, *twas in vain to ſeek eaſe, 
The remedy oft, prov'd another diſeaſe ; 

What in rapture began, often ended in ſorrow, 

And the pleaſure to day, brought reflection to morrow ; 
When each action was o'er, and its errors were ſeen, 
Then I view'd with ſurprize, the ſtrange thing I 

had been; : | 

My body and mind were ſo odly contriv'd, 

That at each other's failing, both parties conniv'd; 
| Imprudence of mind, brought on ſickneſs and pain, 
The body diſeas'd, paid the debt back again; 
Thus coupled together lifes journey they paſt, 

Till they wrangl'd and jangl'd, and parted at laſt ; 
Thus tir'd and weary, I have ſiniſh'd my courſe, 
Am glad it is bed-time, and things are no worſe. 
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HE other day as Mira fair, 
Reſolv'd to taſte the rural air, 
To view what beaming ſmiles adorn, 
The vernal ſplendors of the morn .;. 
Chance led me to that-yery way, 
My Mya-had-reſolv'd to ſtray; 
| | Tranſported 


( 


FTranſported thus the fair to find, 
Intent for walk, I quickly join'd ; 
In meditation while we go, 
It happen'd in a quickſet row ; 
Mira perceiv'd two birds diſtreſt, | 
And hard at work to build their neſt ; 
WWe ſtop' d to view the anxious pair, 
Contrive their houſe ſo firm and fair; 
See Mira, ſee! I then expreſt, 
What various things compoſe the reſt, 
What different parts connected join 
To make the whole both neat and fine ; 
So ſhould: the ſoul of every maid, 
With different beauties be array d; 
Virtue ſhould guard the tender fair, 
From man's deceptive flatt'ring ſnare; 
Prudence direct her wav'ring youth, 
And teach her feet the path of truth; 
And modeſty in outward mein, 
Should ſpeak the harmleſs ſoul within; 
Honour protect her virgin heart, | 
From every low infidious art ; 
And ſoft good nature ever rol}, 
Its tender impulſe in the ſoul; 
And when theſe excellencies join'd, 
Diſplay a Miz 4's lovely mind; 
'The compoſition ſoon will prove, 
A NesrT of harmony and. love. 
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All Fools Day; or V of April. 
ODDESS of folly ! lend thy lyre, 


To harmonize the lay; 
A very fooliſh bard inſpire, 
Who. ſings of All Fools“ Day. _ 
| ir 


* 
, 
* 
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Firſt of the train in livery gay, 


Appears the courtly tool; 


And does high honour to the day 


— A miniſterial fool. 


| The 88 patriot next we e ſee, 


Bred in the City ſchool; 
Half mad for Wilkes and liberty 
And more than half a fool, 


The deep contractor now behold, 


Arithmetic his rule; 
Who ſells his voice for ſordid gold, 
---Far more à knave than fool, 


The Eaſtern Nabob, with his caſh, 
His country would enſlave ; 
---He well deſerves the pointed laſh, _ 
An equal fool, and knave, 


The artful Lawyer courts the fee, 
And dupes his ſimple cull « 

The Lawyer here the knave we ſee, 
The client is the fool. 


Each lady wich her lofty plumes, 


Beyond fair reaſon's rules; 
Shews that ſhe more than half preſumes; 
That all the men are fools, 


One moral let this day impreſs, 
Henceforth let folly ceaſe ; 
For, “ wiſdom's ways are pleaſantneſs, 


* And _— her paths are peace,” 


Epitaph 
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Epitaph on an Hineft Sailor. 


HE THER ſailor, or not, for a moment avaſt! 
Poor Tom's mizen top-ſail is laid to the maſt; 
He'll never turn out, or more heave the lead, 

He's now All- a-Back: nor will ſails Shoot-a- Head ; 
He ever was briſk, and tho? now gone to Wreck, 
When he hears the Laſt Whiſtle, he'll jump upon Deck. 


sss ⏑,¾,j,j,ꝑ́N sss 
: The | Paper Kite, 


Y Feel dreams are beſt conceal'd, 
Much folly, little good they yield: 

But, now and then, I gain when ſleeping, 

A friendly hint that's worth the es * 

Lately, I dreamt of one, that ery'd. | 

« Beware of ſelf, beware of pride; 

«© When you are prone to build a babe, 

« Recall to mind this little fable. . 


Once, on a time a paper kite, 
Was mounted to a wond'rous height; 
Where, giddy with its elevation, 
It thus expreſs'd ſelf admiration ; 
« See, how yon crouds of gazing people, 
« Admire my flight above the ſteeple ; 
% How would they wonder, if they knew, 
« All thata kite, like me can do ? | 
Was I but free, I'd take a flight, 

„And pierce the clouds beyond their fight ; 

“ But, ah! like a poor priſoner bound, 


My ſtring confines me near the ground ; 
| : « Fd 
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Id brave the late s tow'ring wing, 
« Might I but fly without a ſtring.” 
It ere. and pulPd, while thus it ſpoke, 
To break the ſtring at laſt, it broke. 
Depriv'd at once of all its ſtay, 
In vain, it try*d to ſoar away; 
Unable its own weight to bear, 
It flutter'd downwards thro? the air; 
Unable its own courſe to guide, 
The wind ſoon plung'd it in the tide ; : 
Ah! fooliſh kite, thou had'ſt no wing, 
How could'ſt thou fly without a ſtring.— 


My heart reply'd, O Lord, I ſee, 
«© How much this kite retemibles me ; 
« Forgetful, that by thee, I ſtand, 
« Impatient of thy ruling hand; 
« How oft, Pvewiſttd to break the lines, . 
66. Thy wildom for my lot aſſigns j .. 
« How oft, indulg'd a vain deſ ire, 
&« For ſomething more, or ſomething higher ; 
« And, but for grace and love divine, 
«A fall thus dreadful, had been mine. 
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HE late celebratydh Dr. Brown courted a lady 

for many years, tho? unſucceſsful, during which 
time it had been his cuſtom to drink the lady's health 
before that of any other. But being obſerved one 
evening to omit it, a gentleman reminded him of it, 
ſaid, © come, Doctor, drink the lady, your toaſt * 
The Doctor reply d, “ have toaſted her for many 
« years, and I can't make her BROWN, ſo TI toaſt 
„ her no longer,” 

Ou 
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On Doctor (afterwards e ns Taylor, 


being made Oculiſi to their Majgſties. 


| HAT fortune's blind we plainly ſee, 
Or ſhe had never fix'd on thee, 
To ſerve the Royal family. 


Not Mercury, although a God, 
Could ſend ſo many with his rod, 
'To darkneſs and the land of Nod. 


As you have blinded thro? all natlons, 
By cauſtics, pills, and fumigations, 
With other wicked preparations, 


Enough, to glut your bloody ſpleen, 
Of ſubjects have your victims been 
And won't you ſpare the King and Queen. 


Hold, Sir, the bold impoſtor eries, 


“ Both Kings and Queens, however wile, 
&« Still ſee with other people's eyes.“ 
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The Will of the late Natheniel Lloyd, Eſq; 
died at his Seat at Twickenham, in 1 774. 


W nr. I am going to bequeath, 


When this frail part ſubmits to death, 


But {till I hope the ſpark divine, 
With its congenial ftars ſhall ſhine ; 
My good executors fulfill, 

J pray ye, fairly my laſt will, 

With firſt and ſecond codicil. 


wha 


And 


. 
And firſt, I give to dear Lord Hinton, 
At Tw yford School now, not at Winton ; 
One hundred guineas for a ring, 
Or ſome ſuch memorandum thing; 
And truly much I ſhould have blunder'd, 
Had I not given another hundred 
To VERE, Eail Powlett's ſecond ſon, 
Who dearly loves a little fun. 


Unto my Nephew Robert Longdon, 
Of whom none ſays he &er has wrong done; 
The civil law he loves to haſh, 
: give two hundred pounds in caſh, 


One hundred pounds to my niece Luer 
[With loving eyes, one MATTHEW view'd her. ) 
And to her children juſt among em, | 
A hundred more; and not to wrong 'em, 

In equal ſhares I freely give it, 
Not doubting but they will receive it. 


To Sally Crouch and Mary Lee, 
If they with Lady Powlett be, 
Becauſe they round the year did dwell _ 
In Twick'nam houſe; and ſerv'd full well, 
When Lord and Lady both did ſtray 
« Over the hills and far away | 
The firſt, ten pounds ; the other, twenty ; 
And, girls, I hope that will content ye. 


In ſeventeen hundred ſixty nine, | 
This, with my hand, I write and ſign, 
The ſixteenth day of ſabe October, 
In merry mood, but ſound and ſober; 
Paſt my three ſcore and fifteenth year, 
With ſpirits gay, and conſcience clear; 
Joyous and frolickſome, tho? old, 
And like this day, ſerene, but cold ; 
To foes, well-wiſhing, and to friends moſt kind, 
In perfect charity with all mankind. The 
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"The Protgſlation. M rote in 1773. 


OU I love my deareſt life, 

1 More than Georgy does his wife; 
More than Miniſters to rule, | 
More than North to play the fool; 

More than Nabobs love to rob, 

More than Pitt to catch- the mob; 
More than Cambden loves grimace, 
More than Barrington, his place; 
More than Clive his black jagheer, 
More than Bute the royal ear; 

More than Patriots love their price, 
More than Fox loves cards and dice; 

More than Cits, the Court to ſpite, 

More than Townſend, not co fight; 

More than Colebrooke, heaps of pelf, 

More than Elliot loves himſelf; | 
More than Aldermen their gut, 

More than Hilſborough to ftrut ; 
More than Cullies love a jilt, 

More than Grofvenor Horns well gilt ; 

More than Dartmouth loves field preachers, - 
More than Huntington her teachers; 
More than Carliſle thoſe who cheat him, 

More than Long Tom thoſe who beat him.; 

More than Pomfret a lead mine, 

More than Weymouth, play and wine; 
More than Fools at wits to nibble, 

More than Walpole loves to ſcribble; 
More than Lyttleton, to write, 

More than black-leg'd March to bite; 
More than Country Squires, their dogs, 
More than Mawbey loves his hogs ; 

More than Demi-reps a ſpark, 
More than Martin a ſure mark, 


More 
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Mlore than Grafton loves his pimps, 
WM More than Satan loves his imps; 
More than Tories love the Stuarts, 


More than Loyal Whigs all true hearts, 


Thus my fair I love you more, 
Than ever man lov'd maid before. 


me 


An Account of Robin Hood. 


XN T Kirklees in Yorkſhire, the Seat of Sir George 
Armitage, formerly a BenediQtine Nunnery, 
-RopBin Hoop lies buried under a Grave-Stone, which 
ſill remains there, near the Park. The "Inſcription 
upon it is not now legible, but Mr. Thoreſby in his 
-DucarT. Leo. gives us from the papers of Dr. 
Gale, Dean of York, the following EPITAPRH. 


Hear, undernead dis laitl Steam, 
Laiz Robert Earl of Huntingtun. 
Nea Arcir ver az hie ſa geud; 
An Pipil kauld im Rozix HE up. 
Sic Utlawz az hi, and iz Men, 
Vil England nivr si agen, 


It appears by the pedigree of Robin Hood, that he 
had. ſome title to the Earldom of Huntingdon. 


The 
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The Diffrence between Wit ind Humour, 


F wit the true criterion is, 
In juſt and apt reſemblances z 
Ideas variouſly combin'd, | 
That flaſh conviction on the mind! 
hat give to truth a brighter dye, 


; To ſenſe a double poignancy; 


| Whoſe force of ridicule we ſee, 
In many a lively repartee ; 
Which vent'ring often to explore, 
"What to the mind was known before; 
\ Giving to thought a pleaſing dreſs, 
Shews what all feel, but can't expreſs ; 
For as Hogarth, neglecting grace, 
By ſcratch of pen, could ſhew a face; 
So in Wit's finer ſtrokes we find, 
Each varied image of the mind; 
Touch'd with the likeneſs all the whilc 
We feel its ſorce, and only ſmile. 


Humour performs the other half, 
And leads us to a hearty laugh; 
Much ſhe attempts, nor aught in vain, 
Still miſtreſs of the comic ſtrain; 
In form and manner ſure to pleaſe, | 
And moſt of all, by truth and caſe ; 
For as true Wit the wiſe agree, 
Is lively thought and 'repattee'; © 
So Humour is a combination, ' = | 
Of drollery and imitation. 
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0 a rn Epigram. 


A Vicar long ill, who had gained much wealth, 
Deſired his Curate to pray for his health ; 
hi 


ch oft having done, a parthioner ſaid, 

The Curate (he thought) rather wiſhed him dead ; 
The Curate replied, he credit might give him 

He ne'er pray a for his death, tho had oft for his living. 
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Humorous Dir pus of 4 medern 2 Dreſs 


Ap like a Bat 5 
Which vas once a cravat) 
Part gracefully platted and pinn'd 153 
Part ſtuck upon gauze, 
Reſembles Mac kaws, 


And all the fine birds of the Indies: * 


But above all ie reſt, ; 25 
A bold Amazon's reli. 
5 Waves nodding from ſhoulder to ſhoulder 3 
At once to furhri 2675 WE 
And to raviſh a N 


To frightgh, and chargy the "beholder, 
is ſhort, head and feathetr, 


And wig all together, | | 
With wonder and joy would delight ye, | 
| Like the pi&ture Pye: en, 5 
Of th” adorable. Queen, Oe ITT 


3 » 


- Of the beautiful bleſt Ocalieite. | 4 
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Vet Miſs at the rooms, 
MM.uſt beware of her plumes, 
For if Vulcan her feather embraces; 
Like poor Lady Laycock, 
She'll burn like a haycock, 
And roaſt all the loves and the graces. 


21: 


The CONSULTATION. 


HREE Doctors met in conſultation, 

1 Proceed with great deliberation ; _ 

The caſe was deſperate all agreed; 

But what of that ?—they muſt be feed ; 

They write then, as 'twas fit they ſhould, _ 

But for their own; not patients good ; 

Conſulting wiſely, don't miſtake, Sir, 

Not what to give, but what to take, Sir. 


E 
* 
©. 


ee 


Epitaph on Ned Shuter, Comedian. 


F genius with nature, if humour with mirth, 
Ever lodg'd in a breaſt on this great globe the earth; 


If a heart to relieve, (or a mind to expreſs 


A natural feeling) a friend in diſtreſs; _- 

It wit, repartee, if dry jokes, or if pun 
Ever flow'd with the ſtreams of gay Bacchus“ tun; 
How heartfelt the ſorrow of great and of ſmall, 


When they ſay, here lies one who poſſeſſed them all 3 


The debts which he ow'd unto nature were great, 

For few did ſhe truſt with ſo large an eſtate ; 

By her bailiff, grim death, ſne demanded the loan, 

And hath robb'd half the world to recover her _ 
| | e 
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be gare OF Wilt 


INCE all * die, as s well As £2 
Let all like me prepare; 
From fate to fly, is vain to wy, 
This, all men declare. 


5 Then while Fm. wall, Pl _ my will, 
| Leſt ſudden death befall me; 
That I may find, myſelf reſign d, 
When fate mal Pease to cal me. 


Then, chang as under, I ſurrender, 
_ Myſelf, and all Pm worth ; 
Firſt let the grave, 'my body have, 
F ull fix feet ur. in earth. 


Six tars, dead drunk, to bear my trunk, | 
In coflin, heart of oak: Ne 
And let fix more, jog on before, 
With each a Pipe to ſmoke. 
Let grog or fin to wet the lip. 
In plenty go around 
But let no eye, preſume to cry, 
Becauſe I'm vaſes DO 2 
Inſtead of 90 and weeping eyes, . 
Sing ſongs of mirth and laughter; 
For who can tell, what heav'n or hell, 
My fate may be hereafter. 


Be ſure with liquor, ole the vicar, 
As long as he can ſtand; 4 (49 4 
And when that he, no more can ſee, 
Then tip him t'other can. Nn 
5 e | Unto 
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1 Untor my with: ckief; Joy. 0 of life, © br 
1 My worldly ſtore | 


ve 
With all Vie. (if aug fr fare) 
In money while 1 live. 


S 


pit | | Tho 3; pair of heed; and three of hoſe, 7 4 
il Ml,y beſt, new velvet breeches 
lit | Beſides a pair, not fit to wear, 


With divers colour'd ſtitches. 


My watchman's coat, of ſtuff ſo tout, 

To feat nor wind, nor rain, 
My jacket tao, of good true blue, 

And trowſers void of Main. 4 
1 My bella can, and ſmall round ba. 
i | Of Macaroni make; 
| My ſhirts of check, my vp. ink Rick 

Which ſtouteſt heads would break, 


El - a My ſcal- ſkin pouch, wy. -pinchbeok- watch, 
| : My hammock, bed and bolſter; | 

q A N glaſs, to ſee her face. 

7 <>; panes caſe, and holker. 1 5 


I An em ty calk, « powder A, 
F if | My ſhot; pouch, bag and wallet; 
4 An old n with broken ſtock, 
By 9 8 But beg ſhe's & overhaul it, 
A pom ow" 3 in leathern aaſe, 
A ladle, diſh and ſtrainen 2-ʃ 
An uſeful book, 'whereun to look, 
Which g * been eg ö 


A great cn chairs i in good. . 
And two, juſt all to pieces; | 
A few old hi a pair of grates, 


And three qld Cheſhirg cheeſes, 
A tub 


* 
ee 
2 
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A tub of pork, juſt brought "WR Corl:, 
A pound or two of bacon ; 

My Sunday wig, my ſow and pig, 
And a well. fatten d capon. 


A ruſty ſpade, a penknife blade, 
A ſword without & handle; 
A box of lint, my ſteel and flint, 
, A 2 \ And'half b final) WAX eandle. . 
If aught have, beſides tolekve, 
I give my rich relations ; 


That they may nt cry, whenc'e: 1 die, | — 9 


"Bur? bleſs my kind Wee 5 i 15 


Then this 1 my will, Tet alfFulfill,. 
Though whimſical ye call 127 

Nor. landinan dare, with haughty ar, 

1. To. criticize, or maul! . * 


* ” 
U ; * w 9 4 


** 


ey, Who break, the: will I * 


B 
; ” 5 en endleſs plagues perplext; 


On bottles broke, ' bare-footed- walk, 
RY this Wort ame nd dne next 


Ae 


5 x aan: era 


Epitaph 0 * Ji 2 Raldh Ther, Vicar: of 


Kendal n I gimoreland, who died in ow 

Wirrreh by Hivezte, 

; oO bred mee, Weſtminſter f 2 1 

Cambaidge fad mec wy; . fed 22 5 

Study taught mee, living fough nl 

Learning brought e e t mee, 
Labour preſſed nee, ſickneſs diſtreſſed mee, 


Death oppreſed mee, the grave poſſeſs'd mee, 5 
God firſt gave mee, Chriſt did fave. mee, 
Earth did crave mee, and Heaven wou'd have mee. 


* * : 
* 
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A RAP. 
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a RAP Ss O D v. 


On the Miſery of Mankind, applied to the Inhabi- 
rants of Great Britain. 


CARCE Egypt's land more dire diſaſters knew, 
Than we are daily deſtin'd to run thro ; 

Exempli gratia, rheumatiſm, corns, 

Itch, agues, jaundice, jealouſies, and horns ; 

Cramp, gout, ſtone, cholic, chancery ſuits for life, 

The jilting miſtreſs, or the brawling wife; 

Foul linen, fleas, lice, bugs, domeſtic ſpies, © 
. Falſe friends, loud ſcolds, and childrens noiſy cries ; 
Landlords who ſeiſe for rent when we've no coin, 
Sour ale, ſmall beer, bad eee bad wine; 
Guttling churchwardens, overſeers rapacious, 

And trading iuſtices, of law tenacious: 

Canters, quackdoctors, pettyfoggers, punners, 
Pimps, paraſites and uſurers, and dunners; ' 
Tipſtaves, tom-turdmen,' meſſengers of ſtate, | 

A pack'd up jury, and the priſon grate ; 2 

Cat calling ES pert city priggs, and: cullies, 
| Gamefters, informing con A — and. bullies ; _ 

; Newſmongers, balladſingers, and inditers, 

| Journaliſts, chimney-ſweepers, and reciters; _ 
Coxcombs, 7 ard, pick-pockets, and khießes, 
Great rogues wt IF bribe, the little who receives; 
The prude coffuftte,- the macaroni rattle, = 
Aﬀected airs, chit chat, and tittle tattlez 


Hard beds, coarſe bread,' and houſes full of ſmoke, 

The ſtateſman's promiſe, the mechanic's joke ; 

The curſe of vain dependance on the great, 
And the ſtarv'd poet's vain deſire to eat; 


Qualit 


- 


6 


Quality fools, and gentry ſunk to ſots, 

Projectors and decypherers of plots; 

Illiterate lords, and courtiers never true, 

Beaus, bawds, whores, claps, and poxes not a few; 
Attorney's clerks, to verſe, who make pretence, 
Half witted poets, critics without ſenſe ; 

Inſipid ſquires, dull cits, and country clowns, 
Raw inns-of-court-men, empty fops, buffoons ; 
Buſtle of city, pageantry of court, | 
Long greſham lectures, and bear- garden ſport ; 

| Diſputes of law, divinity and ſtate, | 
Serjcants who bawl, and ſenators who prate; >. 
Faction, mock patriots, hypocrites, trce-thinkers, 
Atheiſts, religion-menders, preaching tinkers ; 

| Miſguided zeal, enthuſiaſtic rage, 

Farce, pantomime, and tumbling on the ſtage; ; 
Bull-baiting, billingſgate, exciſing, mobbing, 
Eſtabliſh'd companies, and vile ſtockjobbing; 


Gin, poiſonous punch, and yard long bill'd tay lors 
Dice, cards, old women, watchmen, pimps, & jailors, 


Gangs of attornies, petty fogs of law, 

Mere herns that feaſt 

Bonds, writs, and eſſoign days, and ſeirerfacias, 
Terms, affidavits, precedents, and capias; 
Actions, arreſts, mandamuſes, and pleas, 
Stamps, executions, errors, trials, fees; 

The habeas corpus, and the certiorari, 

Hard words, and harder deeds, that only vary ; 
Leaſes, reports, demurrers, fpectat tail, 

Fee ſimple, feofments, Judgments, bills of ſale ; 
Ecclefiaftic courts, crown office, *peaching, 
Arraingments, verditts, ſentence and jackcatching ; 
Porters, with coachmen, chairmen moſt uncivil, 
Pawnbrokers, bailiffs, bookſellers, the devil. 


I, 4 | A Mia: 85. 
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with 157 like fiſh, their maw ; 3 
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4 Midnigbi Hymn. 


O thee, all glorious everlaſting power! 

I conſecrate this folemn midnight hour; 

| Whilſt darkneſs robes in ſhades the ſpangled ky, 
i. | And all things huſh'd in peaceful flumbers lie; 
i Unwearied let me praiſe thy holy name, 


| Fach thought with riſing gra ratitude inflame; 
1 | For the rich mercies which thy hands impart, 
Health to my limbs, and comfort to my heart; 


{| Should the ſcene chan e, and pain. extort my ſighs, 
It Then ſee my fears and iſten to my cries ; 
| | 'Then let 3 by ſome bleſt. e know, 
ll _ ſure deliv'rance from eternal woe j 

j\ rm'd with fo bright a hope, no more i'll fear, 
i To 1 ſee the dreadful hand of death draw near; 
| 2; { my faith ftre th'ning as my life decays, 


| | My dying breath ſhall mount to Heaven in praiſc ; 
| : O! may my prayer before thy throne ariſe, _ 
1 Fs An humble | but accepted ſacrifice ; 

. 6 : Bid kind! y neep my weary eyelids clots, 


And chear my body with a ſoft repoſe, _ 
Their downy wings my guardian angels ſpread, 
And from all terrors ſcreen my hapleſs head; 

May, ofthy powerful light, ſome gracious beams 
Shine on my foul, and ne my dreams. 


o 2 , 
4 
= 
* 4 7 
5 
A 3 
3 
N * x. 
b 
) 
4 


A Paetical «Silla ——Brtempore. 
By ' LEODIENSIS. © 


ORE black than is the darkeſt night, 
And than the faireſt day more bright, 
Are Celia's eyes ;---Where can we ſind 
Such inconſiſtencies combin'd ? 
What Simile can be allow'd?. 
Save lightning flaſhing from a cloud! 


8 2 1 | 


ss οοε SS 
SUMMER, and INTER. : 


2 Byrrethe S AM E 


HEN Summer in full pride appears, 

Y > And each gay mead greemlixery wears 
What joys the rural ſcenes do yield! 

While tuneful birds with notes fo ſhrill, 

Sound ſweetly on each neighb'ring hill, 

And charm each ſmiling field. 


But when we view the falling ſnow, . - 
The plowman ſhudd' ring o'er the plow, 
5 And feel thy effect of, chilling yind's 
When flow'ry plains are now no more, 
But all wich Winter. candy d d ST, . 


| WS What pleaſure can we find. of 

MO | Thus Celia when ſhe yields to love, ; | 

1 Seems fairer than a ſuramer's grove, : 
92 Ad pleaſes more than Mady bowers; 


But, when J grieving ſee. her frowẽ ns 
Her ſadneſs vn her o caſt dowõwo n. 
1 Nr e, nn 7 122 276 
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The following i is the e firſt E neliſh Epigram made on a 
Scholar, purſueing his Studies ſucceſsfully, but in 
the midft of his litterary carreer mar ried unfortu- 
nately.— The ſame is inſerted in this Collection, 
more from curiaſity than real merit. 


* his boke ſo plaſt, . * 
That welth he might have wonnen 
From boke to wife did flete in haſte,. 

From wealth to wo to run. 
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— 1 80 purſving his ſtudies. 
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* who have lata: A feater caſt, 4% 
Since juggling firſt begunne ; 
In knitting of himſelf fo faſt, - 
Himſelf he hath undonne. 


eee 


: 4 ; © Genealogical. | e 3 


Queftion \UPPOSE two women, and each a ſon, 
: were walking together, and being met 
by a gentleman, he aſked the boys in what relation 
they ſtood to each. other? They replied, we are Sons, 
and Grandſons, by the Father; Brothers and Firſt 
Couſins, by the Mothers; who alfo are Aunts to each 
of Us. This combination of. kindred, once hap- 
pened, but i in what manner? 
Anfever. LOT, coraminting inceſt With his two 
Daughters, and having by each of them a Son, pro- 


duced the paradoxical relation of the Sons to each 
other; for by that means, Lot became at the ſame 


time, their Father, and Grandfather; and they were 
Brothers, and Firſt Couſins to each other; and alſo, 
each Mother was Aunt to the other's ſon. —— Sce 
roman chap, _ verſe 31ſt, to the end. 
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Adaref 2 the Ts of a Chop- Houſe: 


EAR Sally, emblem of thy chop-houſe ware, 
As broth reviving, and as white bread fair ; 
As ſinall-beer grateful, and as pepper ſtrong, 


As bect-itake yo” as freſh pot-herbs young; 
Sharp 


1 


r 
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With t 


Ten times five years, I was a widow chaſt 


( 251 ) 


Sharp as a carving-knife, or piercing fork, 

Soft as new butter, white as faireſt pork; 
Sweet as young mutton, briſk as bottPd beer, 
Smooth as freſh oil, juicy as eucumber, | 
And bright as cruet without vinegar ; c 

Oh wn !f...cou'd I turn, and ſhift my love, 

e 


fame ſkill, that you your ſtakes can move; 
My heart thus cook'd, might prove a chop-houſe feaſt, 
And you alone, ſhould be the welcome gueſt 3 

But deareſt Sal, the flames'that you impart, 

Like chops on gridirons, broil my tender heart; 
Which, if thy kindly helping hand be*nt nigh, © 
Muſt like an unturn'd ſtake, hiſs, burn, and fry; 


And ſhall at laſt, thou ſcorcher of my ſoul, 


Shrink, and become, an undiſtinguiſh'd coal. 


e ERECT 


HALF « WIFE. 
7 HEN Thomas call'd his wife, his half, 
I liF'd the fellow's whim ;; | 

For why ;——She horns him; ſo the jilt, 


Belongs but half to him. 


. l- k. K N K.. ff . f E K & KE. 
Epitaph on Margaret Scott, who died at Dunkeld, 
in Scotland, Feb, 28th, 1728. 


8 paſſenger ! until my life you read, | 2 
The living may get knowledge from the dead; 


Five times five years, I led a virgin's life, 


Ten times five years, I liv'd a virtuous wife; 


Now tired of this mortal life, Þ'reſt, * 


Betwixt 
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Mo? lig 17 den o& it; 
Betwixt my cradle and my grave hath been, 
Eight mighty Kings of Scotland, and one Queen ; 
Four times five years, a common wealth I ſaw, 
Ten times, the ſubjects roſe againſt the law; 
Twice did Tee, old Prelacy pull'd denn. 

And twice, the cloak was humbled by the gown ; 

An end of i > STUARTS race, I 4d behold,. 
ſaw my country ſold for Engliſh gold; 

uch deſolation in my time hath been, 


Thave an end of all perfection ſeen. 


* 
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The ſmalleſt afliſtance, can lend; 
While, it happily keeps up, the laugh of the night, 
Or enlivens, the mind of a friend; 
Oh! let me enjoy it, ye bountiful powers! 
That time may, delieioufly, paſs; | 
And, ſhou'd care, ever think, to intrude on my hour, 
Scare the haggard away, with the glaſs. 


. Bat, inſtead of a rational feaſt of the ſenſe, 
Shou'd diſcord preſide o'er the bowl; 
And folly, debate, or contention, commence, 
From, too.great, an expanſion of ſoul; 
Shou'd the man I eſteem, or the friend of my breal, 
In che joy, feel nought but the rod; 
Shou'd. I make ſweet · ręligion, a profligate jeſt, 
And daringly, ſport with my Gd. 


From my lips, daſh the poiſan, oh merciful fate ! 
Where, the madneſs, or blaſphemy hung; 

And, let ev'ry:accent, which virtue fhou'd hate, 
Parch quick, on my iufamous tongue; 


Fron 


* 


urs, 


iſt, 
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From my fight, let the curfe be etetnally driv'n, 


Where my reaſon ſo fatally ſtray'd ; 
That, no more I may offer, an inſult to Heav'n, 
Or give man a cauſe to upbraid, 
© On a Landlird, Drunk. 


ANDLORD, with thee, mw even 1s the wine, 
For thou has pierc'd his hogſhead, and he, thine. 


On Saliſbury Church. 
8 as oy as in one year there be, 
X So many Windows, in one church we ſee; 
As many marble pillars, there appear, : 


As there are hours, thre#ghout the fleeting year ; 


As marry gates, as moofis, one year does view, 
Strange tale to tell, yet not more ſtrange'than true. 


NES. ©: 
CN. . 15 | T 
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\ S I walk'd by myſelf, 1 ſaid to myſelf, 
And myſelf ſaid again to me; 
Look to thyſelf, take care of thyſelf, 
For nobody cares for thee; _ 5 
Then I ſaid to myſelf, and thus anfwer'd myſelf, 
With the ſelf ſame repartee ; _ 
Look to thyſelf, or look not to thyſelf, 


'Tis the ſelf ſame thing to me. = * | 
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[ths EPIGRAM. 


N a Asie tete a tete, 
Old, ripe was, fitting with his mate, 
An 40 ry'd in angry im. 
6 1 wiſh all ps Pat ks in the ſea,” 
« Be not ſo raſh, my dear,” ſays ſhe, 
5 Vnleſs you' ve learnt to (wim.” 


SEESS SS <<< pan nu#s 


On HAP PIN E SS. 


HAT Far is not conlin's, 
To purſes. gay with guineas lin A 
Is certain, as, we oft, behold, 
Thoſe happy, who, nor purſe, nor gold, 
Can boaſt of ; nay, we' often ſee, 
Ev'n beggars, pinch'd with poverty, 
With more contented looks, a ear, 
Than ſome, who in a ſplendid & here, 
Can, all life's luxuries 1 
And each rich dainty of the land. 
To them, devour'd with diſcontent, 
Their wealth oft proves a puniſhment ; 
With paſſions — they feel, 
The tortures of Ixion's wheel; 
And in the midſt of all their ſtore, 
Their want of happineſs deplore ; 
Too oft, are riches over-rated, 
What cares, by riches are created; 
And if intemperately enjoy'd 
How frequently is health deſtray'd ! 
Health! ! glorious goddeſs ! without thee, 
We ne'er can taſte felicity ; 
Diſtinguiſh'd with a nabob's wealth, 
How poor is he, who pines for health. 


—— 
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A Rev. Gentleman having di an invitation, 

wrote on the Ten of Hearts, to dine with a Lady 

beauty and fortune; wrote the following lines 

on the ſame Card, and returned it by her 'own 
Servant. | 


OUR e lady, I pray now as, 
For old Engliſh ſervice is much more ſincere ; 
You ve ſent me ten hearts, but the tyth's only mine, 
So give me one heart, and take back t'other nine. 


N 


4 Satyrica Fra gment on the York Comedians, 
| Wrote About 1768. 


IT H arms and fas outſbs tak d, like a pantine, 
Lo! Froqſbam roars, or, whiſpers, thro” the 
ſcene ;+ | . 
Or, blund'ring for the word, to th? prompter flies, 
Or, cholic-ſtruck, grunts, groans, wise ſtarts, and 
dies; 
He rants, he roars, he ſplits the groundling” s ears, 
And, Herod's ſelf, out heroded appears; | 
Nor, like a man, pours he, his plaintive ſtrains, 
But, blubbers, ſchool boy like, his love-ſick pains, 
And for his bread and butter loſt—complains ; 
He ſtarts, his attitudes, his ſighs, his groans, 
All forc'd, all quaint — nature the wretch diſowns ; 
Not heav'n above, nor earth, nor ſeas below, 
Such monſters, as he paints, cou'd ever ſhow ; 
Still, in extreams, the madman glares conteſt, 
When Bedlam, wilt thou hall, _ fav'rite puck! 
ere 
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There Tafely; may he, elocution 18 
And brother fools, and madmen, learn to Breach; 


2 See, Noberrſms poor Merry Andrew meins 
The footman's Zany— mar the comic ſcene 3 
a He ſquints, diſtorts, and aims the ſcurvy, x, 
»:: An actor he! a mere buffoon, at beſt. 


Here, mouthing Leng, with heart upleeling dare, 
nn ſenſe, and pathos, wage eternal war. 


2417; And preaching Oran labours up the hin, 
Strive as you pleaſe, poor man] "tis labour nh «2 
See coxcomb Powell, and his coxcomb wife: | 
duc greater Eoxcombs, ne'er were ſeen in hfe;- 
All tonſor he, pert, frothy, empty, dull, 
While ſhe, in glaring colours, ſpeaks the trull ; 
Vain, of his awkard "ſelf; he ftrats; he ſquawls, 
She, {ill more vain, more 8 bawls. 


Dulleſt among the dull, in gloomy mood, 
Dame Frodſed wimes, a mere, mere ſtick of wyod; 
- She ſays her leſſon, as fhe ſays her prayers, | 
While pertly awkard, Mahon wildly ſtares, 2 
* And penn, pamby Rr puts on childiſh airs. 


10 ? nature” s direſt foe !- King Crifp appears, 
And, with diſgordant notes diſtracts your ears; 
With toes, turn'd in, e e and Belman' $- 
ef 3 1 cant, £25 0+. 
"He ſeolds, nay, whiſpers „label in a rant 3 
Ye Gods I that ſuch 4 — ben ſhou'd &er engage, 
To quit the plow, and vility the tage; 
Hence! with th' unfeeling, bawling, ſtupid block, 
* 8 "vuly fit to Cry gd Paſt twelve eclock? 


— 


gu, * 


eee Münte Gi Ih, be dene, 
Murder the youthful parts, — ſhame ! ſhame! 


LL In 


In vain, ſhe twines, wreaths, jerks,—the Hag Rill 
glares, 


And thro' the flimſy veil — old Abigail 8 


Achurch ! don't laugh, my muſe, for tho” I know, 
So mean a ſubject's e' en thy ſcorn below; | 
Yet, as he's now; firſt miniſter of ſtate, 

His ſtaff of office, ſpeaks the reptile, great; 

Here Crononhoton,---Achurch Hatly Creeps, 
He ſleeps, he roars, or rather roaring ſleeps ; 

He's always ſure, to act in nature $ Gite, | 

And on, or off the ſtage, he ne' er is right; 

A teazing, trifling bluſterer, at beſt, 

Of boys, and candle ſnuffers, e'en the jeſt ; 

He's Vicero 97 and companion for the fool, 

Who, ſtupi ly illiterate, bears the rule. 8 


W m Baker, we > alma torgots i 
To name, ſo inſignificant a ſot: 5 
A- beggar monarch, to a beggar train, 
Wretches deſpis'd, and yet, alas how-vain "22 
Rrine him a hgen-hpok, Sirs, he ſearce dee nn; | 
A fingle letter, in the Chriſt-croſs row; 
But, een with that, we'd ſtruggle to diſpenſe, . 
Had he but one poor grain of common 9 
Bullying, or bully” d, ſtilla lumpiſh tool, 
He looks ſo wiſe, its a pity he's 'a fool ; 
'Tim'rous, and muliſh, always in extream, 
Proud, groveling, oſtentatious, and mean; 
The Theatre's Augpſtus, darling pride, 
Where Phœbus, and the tuneful nine, prefide ; 
In grandeur, neatneſs, e e 
Wi 'Bpows Nat e I Tencztis. 
l 

A TukATREZ = let dt hl 5054 defame, 
"Tis Baker e el il *that's its proper name; 
For who, like him, a Theatre could raiſe, 
Where taſteleſs folly, ſquints « thouſapd ways; 
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Who muſt but laugh, to hear 


— Non nulla deſunt ko;oͥ 
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As graſs eſcapes the ſeythe, by being low. 
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Where, ſcarce one rule of architecture's ſeen, 
Childiſhly ſhowy, and tho' large, yet mean, 

Where, churliſh elements, of health the bane, 

Fogs, ſnows, and chilling winds, admittance gain , 
While “ darkneſs viſible,” moſt gloomy ſhows, 
His paltry ſcenes, and yet,- more paltry cloaths : 


How diff rent Burlington's ! the neighb'ring pile, 
ee monk: taſte, and beauteous order ſmile; 
The muſes ſeat the babel they difown, 
Here, darkneſs fits upon her fav'rite throne ; 
Footmen, and fools, the Godd eſs here adore, 

While Savage, Hop, and TD keep the door ; 
e blockhead boaſt, 

“Ves Sirs, d'ye fee! 'tis that rule the roaft ; 
A more compleater houſe, they ne'cr did ſee, 
« More ſnuggerer, cleverer, John; and if ſo be, 
« My audience ſeem diſpleas'd, and make a clatter, 
% My a ſe, then they may kiſs, John, that's the 

- matters: d n ad pi 25 gin eg FF 
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The reſt, tho? worſe, yet, not worth notice, go, 
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But, when I think on human life, 
. Fm glad, it is no worſe 
My wife was ugly, and a ſcold, 
My miſtreſs was grown lean, and old; 


TP m ſorry for my horſe. 


* 
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On Bn the Picture f the Rev. Mr. F. Weſley. 
By a LADY. 


TAIL, brighteſt orator, our nation boaſts! 
Hail, vet'ran ſoldier of the Lord of Hoſts ? 
Hail, bright reſemblance ! in whoſe nervous lines, 
The Saint ſublime, the finiſh'd Chriſtian, ſhines ; E 
- Thro' whom, appears, to each diſcerning eye, 
The depths of learning, wiſdom, piety; 

All graces human and divine, are 1 
Soft temper 'd, with the penſive mourner's air ; 
Mild, heav' ab meekneſs, to che world unknown, 
7 Unto the lov'd diſciple giv'n alone ; | 
A worth, ſo gal ſince time began, 
But one furpaly, and N was more than man. 


PS. Ga 7 


© 
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Two Ac ROS 108. by. 42 Canton, « on x 
the above. 
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FUST and true Aeris this, 
Of that hallow'd man of God ; 
- Holy, happy, full of peace, 


ST 2708 te of his rod. 


we 


- Wiſdom, in his writings mines, 4 
Excellent, in depth of thought; p * 
Solidneſs, in all his lines, 
Love and clearneſs, full and ſhort; $7 
Ever, giving God his time 
Youth, old age, and all his prime: S e 


Vonder, 


T 
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Yonder, ſee him in the North, 
Ever ſpreading good around ; 
Loves to ſet his Saviour forth, 
Sluggiſh he, is never found ; 


Eaſt, and Weſt, and South, ſhall ſee, | 


SEO Welley's love, and labours, free. 3 
Noted labour'r, like Saint Paul, 

Humble, lovin gs meek, to all; TE IS 

| Onlyto the en endure, b 1 

2 Fate mes Ne. is ſure. | 4 f 10 


cee ee ve | 
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S Sir John. 10 b ſpoule, as A becber AY at, 
Shall we firſt go to ſupper, or do you know What; 


Dear Sir. Joan, with a ſmile, return d the good lady, 8 


Let us do you know what, for ſupper's not ey, 


2992 52335 3 8 
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Sir alter es Rioleigh' „ „ Prophecy 8572 
EFORE the firſt day of the next new year, 


Strange wonders; in this kingdom, halt appear ; 


*Þ our Kings ſhall be aflembled in:this ifle; 
Where they ſhall make great tumult for a while ; 
And many a chriſtian 's. hearthall-quakeſor fear, 
Of ſound of deadly trump, which they ſhall hear; 
Dead bones ſhall-then be tumbled wp and down, 
In ev'ry city, village, cot, and town; 

By night or day, this tamult hall not ceaſe, - 
Until an herald does proelaim a peace; 

An herald ſtrange, tho like was never born, 


| Whole beard:is fleſh, and mouth is made of horn, * 
Tu 


Y 
O22 ne eee \ 


Nansen hey © Ae 4 
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ce he's feeding on delicious food, 
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vi De and To. Morrotu. 


O- Day, man's ; dreſs d in gold, and filver bright, 
Wrapt in a ſhroud, before to-morrow night. 5 

To-Morrow, dead, unable to do good; Ti 
"To-Day, he's nice, and ſcorns to feed on crunbs, 


To-Morrow, he's himſelf, a diſh for worms; 


To-Day, he” s honour'd, and i in vaſt . 
To-Marrow, not a beggar, values him; 

To-Day, he riſes from a velvet bed, e 
To-Morrow, lies in _ that's made of lead : 
To-Day, bis houſe, th large, he thinks but 1 
To-Morrow, no comm _ no houſe at all ; 
To-Day, has forty ſervants at his gate, . 
To-Morrow, ſcorn'd, not one of them will wait ! . 
To-Day, perfum'd, as ſweet as any roſe, OE 
To-Morrow, ſtinks, in every body's noſe ; | 
To-Day, he's grand, majeſtic, all Gelee, 
Gachfull, and pale, before to-morrow night; 
True, as the ſcripture. ſays, © man's life's a fan 


The preſent 2 is the life 2 n. pw 
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On; A LADY; + Srhole Name = FURY, 
2 2 = 12922 
12 look like an angel, the lade belie se, 
Is the greateſt of bleſſingꝭ, that nature can Aue; 
But faith, they're quite wrong, fair nymphs; III 
aſſure ye, 
The bleſſing's far greater, to look like a FURY, 0 
1 
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On a Lady's ſaying, She wiſhed 4 Nothing more 
Lg 1 ſhe 7 22 * 


ew are content; with what they ve =Y 
But Something more deſire ; . ... 
How widely diffrent; is your lot, 
Who Ihnen do — . 8 


k IE 2 
171 


Vet grant, their nil withes bleſt, 5 
By having what they call; Eat pogo fey 

What s luxury, or wealth, at beſt, oy 
Why, Nothing, after a. 


Though, Something i is, by all 1 purki d, 

With Nothing, moſt do reſt; | 

That Something, great, at diſtance new d. 
Eve Nene, when polſch. : 


: The 1 and the 7 LF wo, 
In Nothing much delight, | 
Sell what they will, they'll vow to you, 
That they get Nothing Dt, 


Your cauſe perplex'd, the lawyers may, 
For juſtice loudly bawl ; 

Your caufe, they loſe, then both, you rey. 
For N ching. * all. 


The courtier? 8 . ou attend, 

Their very faults Paß 8 | 

He'll . much, to be your friend, - 
But will do Nothing more. | 
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When friends diſpute, and diſagree, 
Ta interfere is vain ; 

Each wonders, that you can't agree, 
When Nothing is ſo plain. 


Though parſons preach, expound, and pray, 
At which their audience weep; 

Yet moſt of them, as I've heard ſayy; 1 
Care Nothing, for their Meeps © | 4 


With pious views, I grant their ſheep, 
Like other filly elves ; L 2. 
_ Give all they have to ſuch, and keep, 4 8 4 


Juſt Nothing for themſelves. ; ron og 1 
When virgins ſigh, or r ſhed a . 9 
Which love, can cauſe, or cure ; 6 | q: 


You aſk for what they grieve ?—Oh dear? ſ | 
For Nothing to be ſure. pans, SIS 1 


'Though foldiers, with their ſwords unite, 
Their country's toes to flay ; 3 | 
You aſk the reaſon, why they fight, „ iq 

For Nothing, but their po | g 


If in the ſtreets a pet you ſee, 
The cauſe, you may inquire ; 
The anſwer, probably, will be, 
Oh, Nothing, but a fire. 


— IOTTEY — — — — = — 
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The paſſive huſbands, ſometimes run, 
From clamour, nolſe, and ſtrife; _ | : 

Afﬀe each, what tis, they'd wiſh to ſhun, _ 1 
Why Nothing, but his wite. | | 


For Nothing, we deſpair, and grieve, 
For Nothing, we contend ; 
For thoſe endearing tranſports, live, 


That muſt in Nothing end, 
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TY Almighty RP on Nothing hung, 


This univerſa 


Which, at the firſt, Got Notting ſprungg. 
And muſt to Nothing _ | 


. 
13 „ 
* 
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75 be Poet ond Sidler. 85 | 


RTIST, who underneath my table, 
4 | Thy curious texture, has diſplay'd 


1 Fre if we may: believe the fahle, ä 
Was once, a blooming beauteous maid. 


- 


Inſidious, reſtleſs, e ſpider, 

Fear no officious damſel's broom; 
Extend thy artful fabric wider, 

And ſpread thy banners, round my room 


Swept from the rich man's coſtly ſtanchion, 
hou'rt welcome to my wry roof ; 

. Here, thou may'ft find a peaceful . 
Here, undiſfu rb'd, Attend thy wook, 


Whilſt, I thy 8 fabric ſtare at, 
And think on helpleſs poet's fate; 

Like thee, confin'd to lonely garret; 
And widely baniſh'd, rooms of ſtate. 


And as, from out tho tortur'd body, | 
Thou draw'ft thy ſlender firings, with pain; 


So, th' poet labours like a noddy, 
To ſpin materials, from his brain. 


He, for ſome flatt'ring, tawdry creature, 

That ſpreàds her chains, before his eyes 3. 
And that's a conqueſt, little E 
Than thine, o er captiye r 
N 5 Thus 


( 2 


Thus far, 'tis plain we both agree, 
Perhaps our deaths, may better ſhew it; 
Tis ten to one, but penury, 
Ends both the Spider and the Poet. 


e ee eee O0006 204% 3:6 
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At Tadcaſter, in Yorkſhire, is a handſome Stone 

Bridge, over the River Wharf, which is ſo hal- 
Irw and dry in Summer, that a Gentleman paſſing 
it then, wrote the following Diflich : 


IL Tadcaſter habet muſis vel carmine dignum, 
Præter magnifice ſtructum, ſine flumine pontem. 
m ENGLISH. 


Nought Tadcafter, can thee, to fame bequeath, 
But a proud bridge, with ne'er a ſtream beneath. 


| But ihe ſame Gentleman taf Ing it again in Winter, Be 
recanted in the jun Lines. 


Quæ Tadcaſter erat, ſine flumine, pulvere ple na, 
Nunc habet immenſum fluvium, et pro pulvere lutum. 


In NG 


Of Tadcaſter, I ſung not long ago, 

And its proud bridge, with ne'er a ſtream liek; ; 
But now, the ſcene is chang'd, from duſt, to clay, 
And ſeas thro? its wide arches, make their way. 


M Do. 
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Ye winds, breathe gently, while I tune my lays. 
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DONALD and COLLIN.—— 4 Paſtral. 


DONATE. wy | 
"OW calm the evening ! ſee the falling day, | 
Gilds ev'ry mountain, with a ruddy ray ! | 
In gentle ſighs, the foftly whiſp'ring breeze, | 
Salutes the flow'rs, and waves the trembling trees. | 
Hark ! the night warbler, from yon vocal boughs, 
_ Glads ev'ry valley, with melodious woes! | 
Swift thro' the air, her rounds, the ſwallow takes, 
Or ſportive, ſkims the level of the lakes. : 
See ! how yon {wans, with ſnowy pride elate, ; 
Arch their high necks, and fail along in ſtate ! N 
Thy friſking lambkins, wanton o'er the plain, 
And the glad ſeaſon, claims a gladſome ſtrain. 
Begin ye echoes . —liſten to my ſong, 
And with its ſweetneſs pleas'd, each note prolong'! | 
OLLI. 1 


Feed round, my goats, ye ſheep, in ſafety graze, 


The joyous ſpring draws nigh ! ambroſial ſhow'rs, 
Unbind the earth, the earth unbinds the flow'rs; 
The flowers blow ſweet, the daffadils unfold, 


The ſpreading glories of their blooming gold. 


D:O N AL D. 


As the gay hours advance, the bloſſoms ſhoot, 
The knitting bloſſoms harden into fruit 
And as the autumn, by degrees enſues, 
The mellowing fruit, diſplay their ſtreaky hues. 
| COLLIN. 
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COLLIN. 


When the winds whiſtle, and the tempeſt roars, 


The foaming billows, laſh the ſounding ſhores ; _ 


The blooming beauties of the paſtures die, 
And in gay keaps, of fragrant ruins, lie. 


DONALD. 


When glittering ſnow, inceſſant, downward pours, 
And brightens the dull air, with ſhining ſhow'rs ; 
The foreſt bends beneath the fleecy load, 


And icy fetters bind the ſolid flood. 


COL LEN: 


Sweet is the ſpring, and gay the ſummer hours, 
What balmy odours, breathe from painted flow'rs ; 
But neither ſweet the ſpring, nor ſummer gay, 
When ſhe I love, my charmer, is away. 


DONALD. 
1 love, and ever ſhall my love remain, 
The faireſt, kindeſt virgin of the plain; 


With equal paſſion, her-ſoft boſom glows, | 
Feels the ſweet pains, and ſhares the heav'nly woes. 


e 
With a feign'd paſſion, ſhe I love, beguiles, 


And gaily falſe, the dcar diſſembler ſmiles; 
But let her ſtill, thoſe bleſs'd deceits employ, 
Still may ſhe feign, and cheat me into joy. 


M 2 Delp. 
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DONALD. 


On yonder bank, the yielding nymph reclin'c, 
Gods ! how tranſported I, and ſhe how kind ; 

There riſe, ye flow'rs, and there, your pride diſplay, 
There ſhed your odours, where the fair one lay. 


COLLIN 


O'er the ſteep mountains, and the flow'ry mead, 
From my embraces, the coy. wanton fled ; 

Till by yon ſtream, reſtrain'd, ſhe trembling ſtood, 
I ſeiz'd the captive, and I bleſs'd the flood, 


DONA LD. 


From me, my fair one fled, diſſembling play, 
And in the dark, conceal'd the wanton lay; 

But laugh'd, and ſhew'd by the directing ſound, 
She only hid, in ſecret, to be found, ; 


COLLEK 


Far elſe, to happier climes, Lucinda ſtrays, 

But in my breaſt, the lovely image ſtays ; 

Oh! to thefe plains again, bright nymph, repair, 
Or from my breaſt far hence, thy image bear, 


DONALD. 
If in the murmuring ſtreams, be thy delight, 
If the gay roſe, or lilly, pleaſe thy fight ; 


Here the ſtream murmurs, here the roſes glow, 
Here the proud lillics riſe, to ſhade thy brow. 


COLLIN. 
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Where e'er ſhe roves, ye winds, around her play, 
Where e'er ſhe treads, ye flow'rs, adorn her way 8 
From ſultry ſuns, ye groves, my fair one keep, 

Ye bubbling fountains, murmur her to fleep. 


DONALD, 


Come, Laura, come; till Laura bleſs. thoſe. ſeats, - 
Hide me, ye groves, within your dark retreats ; 
In hollow groans, ye winds, around me blow, 
Ve bubbling fountains, murmur to my woe. 


C.QO L-L.I Nc 


Aid me, ye, muſes, while I loud proclaim, _ 
What love inſpires, and ſing Lucinda's name; 
Waft it, ye breezes, to the hills around, 

And ſport, ye echoes, with the favourite ſaund, 


DON ALD; 


Thy name, my Laura, ſhall improve my ſong, 
The pleaſing labour of my raviih'd tongue; 
Her name to heav'n, propitious Zephyrs bear, 
And breathe it, to her kindred angels, there! 


COLLIN. 


But ſee, the night diſplays her ſtarry train, 
Soft filver.dews, impearl the glitt'ring plain 

An awful horror, fills the gloomy: woods, 
And bluiſh miſts, riſe from the ſmoaking floods; 
Haſte, Donald, haſte, to fold the woolly care, 
And guard the younglings from th' unwholeſome air. 
M 3 4 Poetical 


ers HEE U — a 


88 3 DES EEE 
Ar (cats 


E 
4 — I 3 Ty 
5 * 9 
p — — 


x, 
. . 


13 
GT 


. k 
145 
o 
. * - 
— 
F. 

2 
54 
4 
. 5 

= 
1 
N 
3 | 
+ * 
7 
TY 
15 , 
Þ . 
61 [ 
> 
.* 7:8 
148 l 
i 
5 
N #Y 
4 7 
4 5 
> 
_ 
*. *4 
4 
N 

1 
© 
; ; 

43 4 4 

© 4 
. <-M 
1 
72 7 
1 
. 

: 4 
* 1 
33 
9 

* 

+a 

Pa, 

ko 
„ 
3 1 
' 
74 - 
_ 

8 — 
. 1 
„ 9. 

1: nl 
© $$ 
i 

+ * 
. 39 
* n 
: 
4 : 
= 4 
be 
WR 
3 
2 1 
1 
. 4 
WR - 
. 
CA 
14." 
— 
722 "ag 
"+ 3] 
3 1 
bt 
. 
-.- a 
LURE . 
2 
vn 
2 
8 9 
r 
. 
FR 
1: 7 
G'S * 
5 
= 
; 
[3&4 
> Ft 
1 
n 
„ 
. 
76" 
4 *s; y 
i 
8 
01 
1 
a 
+18 
. 
3 
1 
1 

Ws 
1 
* 
11:28 

Wo 
2 * 
-: 
/.4þ 
„ * 
EB 1 
4 
ee 
AS 
wo Xx 
AY 
Wh 
| 
* 
1 


4 


( 270 }) 
SSSSSSS8S5 SSSS5S88888 


A Poetical Will. 
Entered in the Commons in 1737. 


HE fifth day of May, being airy and gay, 
And to hy p, not inclin'd, but of vigorous mind, 

And my body in health, PII diſpoſe of my wealth, 
And all Pm to leave, on this ſide the grave, 
To ſome one or other, and I think to my brother, 
Becauſe I foreſaw, that my brethren in law, 
Tf I did not take care, wou'd came in for a ſhare, 
Which I no wiſe intend, till their manners they mend, 
And of that there's no ſign, I do therefore enjoin, 
And do ſtrictly command, as witneſs my hand, 
That nought I have got, ſhall go in hoch-pot, 
But I give and deviſe, as much as in me lies, 
To the ſon of my mother, my own deareſt brother, 
To have and to hold, all my ſilver and gold, 
As th' affeQionate pledges, of his brother John Hedges. 


rc rr N Scars et det 


An Inſcription over a Gentleman's Chimney-Piece, 
' near Barkſley,” 
O my beſt, my friends are free; 
Free with that, and free with me; 
Free to paſs, the harmleſs joke, 
And the tube, ſedately ſmoke ; 
Free to drink---juſt what they pleaſe, 
As at home, and at their eaſe ; 
Free to ſpeak, and free to think 
No informers, with me drink; 
Free to ſtay, a night, or ſo ; | | 
When uneaſy, free to go. an 
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An Addreſs to Sir Robert Malpole, in the Year 1737. 
By H. FIELDING. 


HIL.ST at the helm of ſtate you ride, 
Our nation's envy, and its pride; 
Whilſt foreign courts, with wonder gaze, 
And curſe thoſe councils, which they praiſe ; 
Wou'd you not wonder, Sir, to view, 
Your bard, a greater man, than you? 
Which, that he is, you cannot doubt, 
When you have heard the ſequel out. 


Vou know, great Sir, that ancient fellows, _ 
Philoſophers, and ſuch folks tell us ; 
But ſmall analogy, between 
Greatneſs and happinels, is ſeen ; 

If then, as it might follow, ſtrait, 
Wretched to be, is to be great; 
Forbid it Gods ! that you ſhou'd try, 
What tis to be, ſo great as I: 7 5 


The family, that dines the lateſt, 
Is in our ſtreet, eſteem'd the greateſt; 
But lateſt hours, muſt ſurely fall, x 
*Fore him, who never dines at all : 


Your taſte in architect, you know, 
Hath been admir'd, by friend and foe ; 
But, can your earthly domes, compare, 
With all my caſtles —1n the air: 


We're often taught, it does behoove us, 
To think thoſe greater, who're above us; 


Ma | Another 


1 


Another inſtance, of my glory, 

Who lives above you, twice two ſtory , 
And, from my garret, can look down, 
On the whole ſtreet, of Arlington.“ 


Greatneſs, by poets, ſtill is painted, 
With many followers, acquainted; 
This too, doth in my favour ſpeak, 
Your Levee, is but twice a week ; 
From mine, I can exclude but one day, 
My door is quiet, on a Sunday, 


Nor, in the manner of attendance, 
Doth your great bard, claim leſs aſcendance ; 3 
Familiar you, to admiration, 

May be approach'd, by all the nation ; 
Whilſt I, like great Mogul in Indo), 
Am never ſeen, but at =y window : 


If with my greatneſs, you? re offended; 
'The fault is eaſily amended ; | 
For, I'll come down, with ends eaſe, 


Into whatever place, you plate, 


Pm not ambitious, little matters, 
Will ſerve us great, but humble creatures 
Suppoſe a Secret'ry of this iſle, 
Juſt to be doing with, a while; 
Admiral, Gen'ral, Judge, or Biſhop, 
Or, I can foreign treaties, diſh up; 
If the good genius, of the nation, 
Shou'd call me to negoctation z 1 
Tuſcan, and French, are in my head, 
Latin Iwrite, and Greek ml read, 


If you ſhou'd aſk, what pleaſes beſt ? 
To get the moſt, and do the leaſt ? 
What fitteſt for? You know, I'm ſure, 

I'm fitteſt for a SINE CURE. 
| u Where Sir Robert lived. 
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On the Tombſtone if Yan es 8 Ae J of 
State zo George the First. 320 * 
TATESMAN, ;yet friend to truth ! of ſoul fincore, 
In action faithful, and in honour clear: 
Who broke no promiſe, ſerv'd no private end, 
Who gain'd no title, and who loſt no friend; 
Ennobled by himſelf, by all approv'd, | 
Prais'd, wept, and honour'd, by the mule he lov'd. 


24 24 - 101 1:4 - 


au. e . 


COUNTRY. BUMRIN. 


Clowniſh mein, a voice, with ruſtic found, 


And ſtupid eyes, that ever loy'd the ground; | 


The ruling rod, the father's forming care, 

Were exercis 'd in vain, on wit's deſpair ; 

The more inform'd,' the leſs he underſtood, 

And deeper ſunk, by flound'ring in the mud ; 

His corn, and cattle, were his only care, 

And his ſupreme delight, a country fair; ; 

His quarter ſtaff, which he cou'd ne*cr forſake, 
Hung half behind, and half before his back; 

He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought; 
And WIS as he wy for \ want of chought, 1 


OOO O OOO ND 008: 
An ODE.—On LIFE. 
YT IFE's like a flowr, the. gard'ner plants, 
„„ L That's rear'd with coſt, and care; 
h 


en gain'd, unleſs ſupply'd its wants, 
It withers in the air. 


M 5 Our. 
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Our infant years, like budding flow'rs, 
Require a ſkilful hand; e 

Short, and uncertain, are the hours, 
We have at our command. | 


| As nipping froſts, wr) blighting wad, 
The tender flow'r deſtroys ; 
So pale-ey'd ſickneſs, life decays, 
„ Waal our en joys. 


Some infants, bloſſom into youth, 
Some drop into the grave; | 
So ſome buds die, before they bloom, 
And W the n ſave. 


So fades the flow? r, fo drop the is, 
When winter's cold appears; 
As man decays, decrepid man, 
Borne 1 ' with many years. 


eee 


The Fortunate Sailer. 


ONEST Jack, and his wife, once to 1. took 2 
| „trip 

When, a ſudden croſs wind, overſet the light hip; ; 
Hand in hand over deck, went this couple together, 
Suſan ſunk like a ſtone, Jack ſwam like a feather; 
Thank my ſtars! ſays the man, ſafe eſcap'd from the 


flood; 
*Tis a bad wind indeed, that blows no * good 
On 


eee eee en 


On a Sermon againſi Inoculation. 


ERE. told by one of the black robe, 
The Devil inoculated Job ; 
Suppoſe it true, what he does tell, 
Pray, neighbours, did not * do well K 


eee ee 


The CHAR 40ER. 


N eaſy mein, engaging in addreſs, 
Looks, which at once, each winning grace 


expreſs; 


A life, where love and truth are ever join'd, 


A nature, ever great, and ever kind; 

A wiſdom ſolid, and a judgment clear, 

The ſmile indulgent, and a ſoul ſincere; 
Meek without meanneſs, gentle and humane, 
Fond of improving, but yet never vain ; 

So juſtly. good, ſo faithful to his friend, 


Ever obliging, cautious to offend ; 


A mind, where gen'rous pity ſtands confeſod, 
Ready to eaſe, and ſuccour the diſtreſs'd ; 

If theſe reſpect, and admiration raiſe, 

They, ſurely, muſt demand our greateſt praiſe ; , 

In one bright view, th' accompliſh'd youth we ſee, 
Theſe virtues all are thine—and thou art he. 


An 
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An 2E PIO R 4 Il. 


5 by a Servant Maid in the Church, doing Penance. 
for defaming her Mi ifreſs. 


ERE do I ſtand, according to law, 
Compell'd to deny, what I certainly ſaw ; 
His bre=—s were down, his b=-Ill—y was bare, 


And if he did — wage did he. do there? 


e # e eee 


The Inmacent Thief. 


OU tell us, Doctor, 'its a fin to ſteal, 
We to your practice, from your text appeal; 
You ſteal a ſermon, ſteal a nap; and pray? 
From dull companions, don't you fteal away if 


rt 


* 


* 


Celia's Converſe. with Dean Swiſt, | 


\AYS Celia, to a Rev'rend Dean, 
What reaſon can be given? 
Since marriage is an holy thing, 
That there is none, in heav'n? 


There are no women, he reply'd, 
She quick return'd the jeſt; 
Women there are; but Pm afraid, 
They cannot hnd a prieſt. : 
Epitaph 


Cam ) 
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Evitaph on a Tomb/lone in the Church-Yard f | 
Batetoell, Derbyjhire, 


NOW poſterity that on the gth of April in the 

Year of Grace 1757 the Rambling Remains of 

JOHN DALE were in the 85th Year-of his Pilgrim- 
age laid 1 his Two Wives. 


This thing in life might cauſe ſome jealouſy, | 
Here all three lye together, lovingly : 
But from embraces, here no plezſure flows, 
Altke are here, all human joys and woes; 
Here Sarah's chiding, John no longer hears, | 
And old John" s rambling, Sarah no more fears; 
A period's com'd, to all their toilſome lives, 
The good man's quiet, Ri are both his wives, 


. teoks cherkecterts tackaiacts;ts 


POVERTY and POETRY. 


WAS ſung of old, how one Amphion, 
Cou'd, vy his verſes, tame a Lion ; 
And by Eis ſtrange enchanting tunes, 
Make Bears, and Wolfs, dance rigadoons; 
His ſones, cou'd call the timber down, 
And ferm 1 It; into houſe, or town ; 
But it is P! ain, now in theſe times, 
No houſe is rais'd, by poet's rhymes j 
They tor themſelves can only rear, 
A few old caſtles, in the air, 


Poor, 
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Poor, are the brethren of the Bays, 
Down from high ſtrains, to ekes, and ayes ; 
The muſes too, are virgins yet, | 


And may be, till they portions get ; 


Yet, ſtill the doating rhymer dreams, 
And ſings, of Helicon's bright ſtreams ; 


But Helicon, for all his clatter, 
Yields nothing, but inſipid water; 


Yet, ev'n athirſt, he ſweetly ſings, 

Of Nectar, and Elizian ſprings ; 

The grave phyſician, who by phyſic, 

Like death, diſpatches him, that is ſick s 
Purſues a ſure, and thriving trade, | 
Tho? patients dye, the doctor's paid; 
Licenc'd to kill, he gains a palace, 

For what another, mounts a gallows : 


In ſhady groves, the muſes play, 
And love, in flow'ry meads, to ſtray ; 
Pleas'd with a bleaky, barren ground, 


Where rip'ning fruits, are never found: 


But then, ſome ſay, you purchaſe fame, 
And gain, a never n . | 
Great recompence, for real trouble ! 

To be rewarded, with a bubble; 


'Thus ſoldiers, who in many battles, 
Get bange, and blows, and God knows what elſe; 
Are paid with fame, and wooden Ieg, 


And gain a paſs, with leave to beg. 


The following Definition of a Good M ie, anſwered. 


Good wife ſhould be like three things, 


Which three things ſhe ſhould not be like. 
Bo Good. 


. C1 


Good wives, to ſnails ſhould be akin, 
Always their houſes keep within; 

But, not to carry (faſhion's hacks) 

All they are worth upon their backs, 


Good wives, like echoes ſtill ſhould do, 
Speak, but when they are ſpoken to ; 
But, not hike echoes (moſt abſurd) 

To have for ever the laſt word. 


Good wives, with city clocks ſhould rhyme, 
Be regular, aad keep in time; 
But, not like city clocks aloud, - 
Be heard by all the vulgar croud. 


rr: hockortorke hecke hockookocko rhe kockooko 


On hearing of a Gontleman's Pocket being pick'd of 


F that a watch would wear, this he muſt do, 
1 Pocket his watch, and watch his pocket too. 


YC ye EY ORCY OC 


On SHAKESPEARE. 


'X 7 HEN nature to Athens, and Rome bid adieu, 
\ To Britain, the Goddeſs with extacy flew; 


So tempting ſhe look'd, and ſo blooming her charms, 


Jove quitted the ſky, and indulg'd in her arms; 
On Avon's fair banks, now the ſubject of fame, 
She brought forth a boy, and Wull Shakeſpeare his 


name; | Ks 
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Nor egg was to egg, more alike than in feature, 

The ſmiling young rogue, to his parent dame nature; 

Of all her ſweet prattlers, ſhe Iov'd Willy beſt, 

She nurs'd the young ſmiler, with milk from her 

E eh ron ar foo: 

And as he grew elder, ſhe'nathing eonceal'd, 

But all, all her ſecrets to Willy reveaPd 5 

She fed him with honey, from Hybla's ſweet ſtore, 

The ſame, which her Homer had taſted before ; 

A ſwan on the Avon, firſt taught him to ſing, | 

Whilſt the loves, and the graces, danc'd round in a 

ring; : # | | 5 EE 

An eaglet from Jove's fav'rite hobby was giv'n, 

On which the young genius, oft frolick'd to heav'n; 
And when Willy ſung, all the deities ſwore, 
They ne'er heard ſuch warbling, fuch wild notes 

before; 
With envy juſt burſting, with impudent lies, 
And ſneers, Momus pelted the bard of the ſkies; 
Jove kick'd the foul critic,. from heav'ns abode, 
And, venting his ſpleen, now, at * Terney he trode; 
To govern and lead, as he pleas'd in a ſtring, _ 
Jove gave him the paſſions ; they hail'd Wilty, King; 
The muſes, as handmaids, were doom'd to attend him, 
And Phœbus with wit's brighteſt ray, to befriend him; 
A pow'r to create, Jove to Willy aſſign d.. 
This pow'r, tho' to fancy's bright regions confin'd ; 
Or Willy, all chaos, with life had endu'd, 
And Jove, for.creations,. had wanted new food; 
Jove next gave the boy, from his thunder, a ſhaft, 
Will graſp'd it, and fearleſs play d with it, and laugh'd; 
Nor Jove, cou'd his lightning, diſpatch with more art, 
Or ſend the wing'd vengeance, more ſure to the heart; 
The deities all, ſnew'd their love to the boy, 
Minerva gave wiſdom, and Venus gave joy; 
But Juno, quite jealous, with inſolent pride, 
To Jove's love-begotten, all favours deny d; 


1 Voltaire's Seat near Geneva, 
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Freſh pluck'd from his wing, Cupid gave him a quil, 
Which Willy, long flouriſh'd, with magical ſkill, 
He penn'd with it, ſtrains, that inchanted the ſpheres, 

And drew from the ſoul of ſtern Pluto, falt tears ; 
The harp, when he ſounded, vice inſtant grew pale, 
- Whilſt virtue triumphant, rode high on the gale ; 
Each note, to our inmoſt of cores, found its way, 
Nor like mortal notes, on the ſurface did play ; 
The light tripping Fays,“ ſtill awaited his nod, 

Oft with them he danc'd, on the green circl'd ſod ; 
Sylphs, demons, and witches, ſtraight flew at his call, 
And his magic, the mob of the air cou'd inthraw], 
Ye bards of all ages, yield Shakeſpeare the bays, 
What ſtar can be ſeen, mid the ſun's dazling rays ; 
Let Britons, enraptur'd, their thanks ſwell on high, 
One Shakeſpeare on earth, and one Jove in the ſky.. 


* Meaning Fairies, 


r 


An Epiſtle, from the Croſs at Wingate-Hill, to the 
ers Croſs at 2 © 


By J. FRETWELL, late Mercer at Tadcaſter, 


EAR couſin Croſs, my near relation, 

I'm ſorry for thy ſituation ; | 
Mongſt brawling, fighting, yelping, clamouring, 
And Vulcans, at their horſe-ſhoes, hammering ;_ 
With hoave—gee up- and wo-a-aa —— ſtop, 

But holy water, not a drop. 


Thy ſteps heap'd up, with winns, and ſticks, 
And ſcaling rods, and broken bricks ; 

Thy bonhres too, of ſtolen wood, 

Diſturb me, and the neighbourhood; | 
Where brats, and ſhabrags, ſhout by dozens, 
The Devil ſplit their yelping weazons; os 
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Of all the Croſſes I have known, 
There's none e'er ſtood, in ſuch a town; 
Twould vex a ſtone, as Pm alive, 

Near thee, there's none but landlords thrive ;. 
Thou'ſt ſuch a crew of ſingers, fidlers, 
Snarlers, gybers, rhymers, riddlers ; 

Such clerks, and parſons, and exciſe- men, 
Such doctors, lawyers, to adviſe men; 

Such grocers, drapers, glaziers, turners, 
Boatmen, porters, and lime-burners ; 


a 


" Raff-merchants, hardwaremen, and nailors, 


Butchers, curriers, coblers, taylors ; 

. Painters, joiners, wrights, and barbers, 

As no town elſe, in England, harbours ; 
Thy blundring blockheads too, will write 
Was it, for bread, they'd never bite; 
And ſure it is, that all their verſes, 

Are good for nought, but wiping a——lſes ; 
Indeed, thy concert's pretty mute, 

Nought, but a fiddle, and a flute ; 

For hunters. grant me patience heav'n! 

You turn out horſemen, fix or ſev'n ; 

I fee them furious, — Hodge, trot by, 

And light, at hedges, two feet high; 
Their footmen,—ſuch a crew of ruffians, 
Such wide-mouth'd, bawling, raggamuffians; 
When out of ſight, of hare, and hounds, 
Then, of their nonſenſe, there's no bounds ; 
Some this, ſome that way, ſhew their tricks, 
And ſome, make dandys, of their ſticks ; 
Others, are pelting me, with ſtones, 

If T am rous'd,—[P11 break their bones; 
There's ſome, truſs'd-up, in riding coats, 

A fight of puſs, wou'd rive their throats ; 
'They ſhout, to make the hounds purſue, 
And find no ſport, but when in view ; 

I've ſeen a parſon, whip, and ſtab it, 

A mile together, for a rabbit, 


And 


G6 


And burft his horſe, and gaul his crupper, 
As if, for weeks, he'd got no ſupper ; 
But, hold ll not on prieſts, be funny, 
Why may nt a parſon, love a coney ; 
Thy neighbours may be, if they will, Croſs, 
Its nought to han I'm Wingate- Hill Croſs. 
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45 EPIGRAM. 


S Jack,'and Tom, in ſocial chat, 
With thoughts quite unconfin'd ; 
On various ſubjects, this and that, 
Diſclos'd each other's mind: 


Jack, pleas d with ſudden arts of wit, | 

Which from his friend did flo“; 
Requeſts him, that now he wor'd hit, 
| A keen, farcaftic blow : gt 


1 Tom OS awhile, then laid his hand, 
: On Jack's ſagacious pate; | 
And his attention did demand, 
| To the decrees of fate : 


% Thy ute ſays ths ce n thou was born, 
« Her hand, thus on thy ſkull; 
«© Declar'd, with a prophetic ſcorn, 
5 Thou ever ſhou'd be dull.“ 
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4 Prime: ſpelt Letter from a Chief Magiſtrate of a: 


certain Corporation. 
Dear Fur, 


N Munday next, J am to be made a Mare, and 
ſnall be much obliged ta, you, if ſo be, as you 

will ſend me down by the Coatch, ſome proviſions, 
fetting for the occation, as I am to ax my Brother, 
the Old Mare, and the-Reft of the Bentch.. 


I am, Sur, &c. 


Anſier d by a Wag, into whoſe Hands it fell. 
Rs pat 2 1 


N Obedience to your Order, have ſent you per 
Coach, 'Two Buſhels of the beſt Oats ; and as you 

are to treat the Old Mare, have added ſome Bran to 
make a Maſh, | 


2.1K rf &. h r ir i: i c re i ur 


A Complaint ts an empty Purſe. 


O thee, my purſe, thus troubled, I complain, 
| To thee, that art the cauſe of all my pain ; 
Thy yellow gold is gone, and filver bright, 
Alas! Pm heavy, becauſe thou art light; 
To thee, my purſe, for mercy thus I cry, 
Be heavy once again, or elſe I die. 


EPI- 
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Y goods are loſt, my houſe is burnt, 
And yet, upon my life; 


I ſwear, I no misfortune had, 
For, in't, was burnt my wife. 


ee ee eee, 


„ DSI 7-22» 7 
In the Character of a Spouting Apprentice. 


Bakr well enough, — a ſmart juſt now behind, 

I Declar'd our audience, of the patient kind; 

Patient! cries one, and cocking fierce his hat, 

*$'death ! blood! and zounds Sir! what d'ye mean 
by that? | 8 

Dare you, the merit of our play deny? 

No, ſays the other, no, dear Sir, not I; 

Yet, by each other, tho? you're all admir'd, 

That is no proof, but th' audience may be tir'd: 


Fearing, his obſervation may be true, 

I come to aſk the queſtion, now of you ; 
What, are you weary Sirs ?-—E Gad its fo, 
Silence is ſignal of conſent, I know ; 925 
Then, gentlemen, do, ſtop this growing evil, 
For, by my ſoul, this playing is the devil; 
It ſpoils ſociety ;-—and 'its not fair, 

Ta loſe a good compauion for a player, 


The 


As thus . attitude, 
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'The other day; one wou'd not let me paſs, 

But, © prithee Jack, pſhavy ! ! pox ! come take a glaſs ;” 
Agreed-—-<« Pl] pledge you” —ſcatce he'd ta'n a Tup, 
But as Mackbeth, when Banquo's ghoſt comes up ; 
Like a ſtuck'd pig, he ſtares, and trembling ſtands, 
Down drops the glaſs, and bottle from his hands ; 
Th' affrighted waiter, ſaw his tackle broke, 

and thus he ſpoke 
© Thou canft not ay, that I did it ! bloody Banquo!” 


© Ye—ye—yes,” ſays the drawer, «“ by my foul 1 


can tho'. * 


A lawyer's clerk, his maſter's will to croſs, 
Who ſpouts LoTHaRr10---when he ſhou'd ingroſs ; 
All on a ſudden, from his writing ſtops, — 
% My fierce ambitious ſoul, declining droops;“ 
His fimple maſter” by, cries, * wha---what's the 


matter?“ 
& Tom's in a fit! Rs Betty! : bring ſome water.“ 


Nor is this art to houſe, or home confin'd, 
We ſtorm *ith ſtreet, and bellow to the wind. 


A painter 8 prentice, leaves his bruſh and Plate; 


To con o'er Shakeſpear, Otway, Lee, and Mallet; 


While thro' the Strand, he ſtruts with tragic force, | 
And Garrick-like, bewls out, „a horſe,” a horſe Py 
A ſtable-groom, juſt paſſing by, reply'd, | 

I've one to lend, at half-a-crown aſide : 


Stentor, laſt night, roar'd out down Drury-Lane, 


Il call thee Hamlet! Father! ---Royal Dane!“ 


A porter, bleſt, with impudence and eaſe, 
Cries, © You be d - - m' d Sir, call me what you pleaſe,” 


Cautious to chuſe your men, ye blooming fair! 
Above the reſt,---Us, ſor.s of noiſe beware; 3 
Tis not long ſinge, a jemmm v art, 


Anxious, to teach his-gir!, =: part; 
At 
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Ac length prevail'd---the kind, conſenting maid, ' 
When Betty, and papa, were gone to bed, 7 
Softly, her lover, to her room convey'd ; 


But he, ſo full of tradge, Sirs, cou'd not bear, 


To breathe ſoft loving whiſpers in her ear; 
Inftead of dying, raptur'd, in her arms, | 
Raves along, bombaſt ſpeech, about her charms ; 
Till roaring loud, and ſtamping on the floor, 
Comes dad in's night-gown, to the chamber door, 
Detects the girl, and ſpoils the whole amour, 
Theſe, and a hundred more, which I cou'd tell, 
Mad pranks, at times, poor players have befell ; 
Perhaps, you'll ſay, what cure for ills like theſe ? 
What muſt we do, to buy the public's peace ? 
Think not your laughter, e'er ſhall ſtop our tongues, - 
For while you find us ears, we'll find you lungs, 


— . ck ctitechcoctokets 
Money makes the Man. 


OW only wealth prevails ! let him be vaſe, 
Deſcended of, a vile, and vulgar race; 


Be he, a ſot, a fool, Yea, a mere ſwine, 


Yet, if he's money, and in dreſs go fine, 

He ſhall be honour'd, by our ſons of earth, 

As the beſt he, that comes, of noble birth ; 

Be he debauch'd, yet, he's a ſecond Cato, 

Moncy makes him divine, he equals Plato ; 

He's virtuous, wiſe, well-born, and what you will, 


That can with money, both his pockets fill. 
„„ 


The Town Jilt. | 
FJ OW fooliſh is the ſpark, to truſt the laſs, 
Who robs him of his noſe, before his face 
For, *tis the nature, moſtly of a wench, 

To borrow Eugliſh coin, but pay in French. 
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The Heription on Shakeſpeare's Grave- Stan at 
Stratford-upon- Avon, 


OOD friend, for Jeſus' ſake forbear, 
To move the duſt that reſteth here-; 
Bleſt be the man that ſpares theſe ſtones, 
And curſt be he, that moves my bones. 


ene eker 90660066644 


An Epitaph, compoſed by a Perſen for bimſulf 


AREWELL vain world, Pve ſeen enough of thee, 
Therefore am careleſs what thou ſay'lt of me; 

Thy ſmiles I court not, nor thy frowns I fear, 

My cares are paſt, my bones Jay quiet here ; 

What faults you ſaw in me, take care to ſhun, 

And look at home, enough there's to be done. 

Where'er I liv'd, or dy'd, it matters not, 

To whom related, or by whom begot ; 

IT was, now am not, aſk no more of me, 

Tis all I am, and all that thou ſhall be. 
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